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ADVERTISEMENT 



TO 



THE YOUNG DUKE.' 



The reader will be kind enough to recollect that ' The 
' Young Duke ' was written ' when George the Fourth 
'was King' (1829), nearly a quarter of a century ago, 
and that, therefore, it is entitled to the indulgence 
which is the privilege of juvenile productions. Though 
its pages attempt to pourtray the fleeting manners of 
a somewhat frivolous age, it is hoped that they convey 
a moral of a deeper and a more permanent character. 
Young authors are apt to fall into affectation and con- 
ceit, and the writer of this work sinned very much in 
these respects ; but the affectation of youth should be 
viewed leniently, and every man has a right to be con- 
ceited until he is successful. 



Octolur, IS.'iS. 
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BOOK I. 



CHAPTER I. 

George Augustus Fbedesice, Duke of St. Jahes, completed 
his twenty-first year, an event whicli created almost as 
great a sensation among the aristocracy of England as the 
Norman Conquest. A minority of twenty years had con- 
verted a family always amongst the wealthiest of Great 
Britain into one of the richest in Europe. The Dnke of 
St. James possessed estates in the north and in the west of 
England, besides a whole province in Ireland. In London 
there were a very handsome square and several streets, all 
made of bricks, which brought him in yearly more cash 
than all the palaces of Vicenza are worth in fee-simple, with 
those of the Grand Canal of Venice to boot. As if this 
were not enough, he was an hereditary patron of internal 
navigation ; and although perhaps in his two palaces, three 
castles, four halls, and lodges ad libitum, there were moro 
fires burnt than in any other establishment in the empire, 
this was of no consequence, because the coals were his own. 
His rent-roll exhibited a sum total, very neatly written, of 
two hundred thousand pounds ; but this was independent 
of half a million in the funds, which we had nearly for- 
gotten, and which remained from the accumulations occa- 
sioned by the unhappy death of his father. 
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2 THE YOUNG DUKE. 

The late Duke of St. Jamca had one Bister, who was 
m&nied to the Earl of Fiti-porapey, To the great surprise 
of the world, to the perfect aatoniehment of the brother- 
in-law, his Lordship woa not appointed gua^lian to the 
infant minor. The Earl of Fittpompey had always been 
on the beet poBsible terms with his Grace ; the CousWes 
liad, only the year before his death, accepted from his 
fraternal hand a diamond bracelet; the Lord Viscount 
St, Maurice, future cliief of the house of Fitz-pompey, had J 
the honour not only of being his nephew, but his god 
who could account, then, for an action so perfectly unac* i 
countable I It was quite evident that his Grace had i 
intention of dicing. 

The guardian, however, that he did appoint was 
Mr. Dacre, a Catholic gentleman of ancient family and , 
large fortune, who had been the companion of his ti-avels, ■ 
and was his neighbour in his county. Mr. Dacre bod not J 
been honoured with the acquaintance of Lord Fitz-pompey 
previous to the decease of his noble friend ; and after that 
event snob an acqnaintajice would probably not have be 
jjroductive of agreeable reminiscences ; for from the b 
ment of the opening of the fatal will the name of Dacre , 
was woimwood to the house of St. Maurice. Lord Fits- d 
pompey, who, though the brother-in-law of a Whig mag- 1 
rate, was a Tory, voted against the Catholics with renewed" 
fervour. 

Shortly after the death of his friend Mr. Dacre married 
a beaatifol and noble lady of the house of Howard, who, 
nfler having presented him with a daughter, fell ill, and 
became that common character, a confirmed invalid. la 
the present day, and especially among women, one would 
almost suppose that health was a state of unnatural exist- 
ence. The illness of his wife and the non-possession rfj 
parliameDtary duties rendered Mr. Dacre's visits to hisi 
town mansion rare, and the mansion in time was let H 

The young Duke, with the exception of an occasional 
visit to his uncle. Lord Fiti-pompey, passed the early years 
of his life at Castle Dacre, At seven years of age he wna 
tent to a preparatory school at Eichmond, which was 
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entirely devoted to the early culture of the nobility, aiul 
where the Principal, the Reverend Doctor Coronet, was ro 
extremely exclusive in his system that it was ropoi'ted 
that he had once refused the son of an Irish peer. Miss 
Coronet fed her imagination with the hope of meeting her 
father's noble pupils in after-life, and in the meantime read 
&shionablo novels. 

The moment that the young Duke was settled at Rich- 
mond, all the intrigues of tho Fitz-pompey family were 
directed to that quarter ; and as Mr. Dacre was by nature 
unsuspicious, and was even desirous that his ward should 
cultivate the friendship of his only relatives, the St. Mau- 
rice &mily had the gratification, as they thought, of com- 
pletely deceiving him. Lady Fitz-pompey called twice 9 
week at Crest House with a supply of pine-apples or bon- 
bons, and the Rev. Dr. Coronet bowed in adoration. Lady 
Isabella St. Maurice gave a china cup to Mrs. Coronet, and 
Lady Augusta a paper-cutter to Miss. The &mily was 
secured. AD discipline was immediately set at defiance, 
and the young Duke passed the greater part of the half- 
year with his afiectionate relations. His Grace, charmed 
with the bonbons of his aunt and the kisses of his cousins, 
which were even sweeter than the sugar- plums ; delighted 
with the pony of St. Maurice, which immediately became 
his own ; and inebriated by the attentions of liis uncle, 
who, at eight years of age, treated him, as his Lordship 
styled it, ' like a man ;' contrasted this life of early excite- 
ment with what now appeared the gloom and the restraint 
of Castle Dacre, and he soon entered into the conspiracy 
which had long been hatching with genuine enthusiasm. 
He wrote to his guardian, and obtained permission to 
spend his vacation with his uncle. Thus, through the 
united indulgence of Dr. Coronet and Mr. Dacre, the 
Duke of St. James became a member of the family of St. 
Maurice. 

No sooner had Lord Fitz-pompey secured the affections 
of the ward than he entirely changed his system towards 
the guardian. He wrote to Mr. Dacre, and in a manner 
\ equally kind and dignified courted his acquaintance. He 
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4 THE YOUNG DUKE. 

dilat«d upon the extraordinary, thongh extremely natnral, 
affection which Lady Fitz-pompey entertained fur tie only 
offapring of her beloved brother, apon the happiness 
which the yoang Duke enjoyed wiih his cousina, npcn 
the great and evident advantages which his Grncs would 
derive firom oompsjiions of his own age, of the singular 
friendship which he liad already formed with St, Uanrico ; 
and then, afl*r paying Mr. Dacre many compliments npon 
the admirable manner in which he had already fill filled the 
dnties of his important oEQce, and nrging the lively satisfoc- 
tiou that a visit from their brother's friend would confer 
both npon Lady Fitz-pompey and himself, be requested 
permission for hia nephew to renew the visit in which he 
had been ' so happy ! ' The Duke seconded the Earl's diplo- 
matic scrawl in the most gracoCul round-text. The mus- 
terly intrignea of Lord Fiti-pompey, assisted by Mrs. 
Dacrc's illness, which daily increased, and which rendered 
perfect quiet indiepen sable, were sncceasful, and the young 
Duke arrived at his twelfth year without reviaitiug Dacre. 
Every year, however, when Mr. Dacre mado a short visit 
to Xiondon, his ward spent a few days in his company, at 
the bouse of an old-fashinned Catholic nobleman j a visit 
which only afforded a, doll contrast to the gay society and 
constant animation of his uncle's establishment. 

It would seem that fate had determined to counteract 
the intentions of the late Duke of St. Jamea, and to 
achieve those of the Eorl of Fitz-pompey. At the moment 
that the noble minor was about to leave Dr. Coronet for 
£t«n, lira. Dacre's slate was declared hopeless, except from 
the assistance of an Italian sky, and Mr. Dacre, whot^e 
attachment to his lady was romantic, determined to leave 
England immediately. 

It was with deep regret that he parted from bis ward, 
■whom he tenderly loved ; bnt all considerations merged in 
the paramount one j and he was consoled by the reflection 
that he was, at least, left to the care of his nearest con- 
nections. Mr, Dacre was not unaware of the dangers to 
which his youthful pledge might he eipoRed by the iadis- 
Qrimiuate indulgence of his uncle, but he trusted to the 
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impartial and inviolable system of a public school to do 
mncb ; and he anticipated returning to England before his 
ward was old enough to form those habits which are gene- 
rally so injurious to young nobles. In this hope Mr. Dacre 
was disappointed. Mrs. Dacre lingered, and revived, and 
lingered, for nearly eight years ; now filling the mind of 
her husband and her daughter with unreasonable hope, now 
deHvering them to that renewed anguish, that heart-rend- 
ing grie^ which the attendant upon a declining relative can 
alone experience, additionally agonizing because it cannot 
be indulged, Mrs. Dacre died, and the widower and his 
daughter returned to England. In the meantime, the Duke 
of St. James had not been idle. 



CHAPTER n. 

The departure and, at length, the total absence of ^Ir. 
Dacre from England yielded to Lord Fitz-pompey all the 
opportunity he had long desired. Hitherto he had con- 
tented himself with quietly sapping the influence of the 
guardian: now that influence was openly assailed. All 
occasions were seized of depreciating the character of Mr. 
Dacre, and open lamentations were poured forth on the 
strange and unhappy indiscretion of the father who had 
confided the guardianship of his son, not to his natural 
and devoted friends, but to a harsh and repulsive stranger. 
Long before the young Duke had completed his sixteenth 
year all memory of the early kindness of his guardian, if it had 
ever been imprinted on his mind, was carefully obliterated 
from it. It was constantly impressed upon him that nothing 
but the exertions of his aunt and uncle had saved him from a 
life of stem privation and irrational restraint : and the man 
who had been the chosen and cherished confidant of the 
father was looked upon by the son as a grim tyrant, from 
whose clutches he had escaped, and in which he determined 
never again to find himself. * Old Dacre/ as Lord Fitz- 
pompey described him, was a phantom enough at any time 
to frighten his youthful ward. The great object of the 
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uncle was to teaze and mortify the gaai'dian into resigning 
his trust, and infinite were the contrivances to bring 
about this desirable result ; but Mr. Dacre was obstinate, 
and, although absent, contriyed to carry on and complete 
the system for the management of the Hauteville pro- 
perty which he had so beneficially established and so long 
pursued. 

In quitting England, althongh he had appointed a fixed 
allowance for his noble ward, Mr. Dacre had thought 
proper to delegate a discretionary authority to Lord Fitz- 
pompey to furnish him with what might be called extraor- 
dinary necessaries. His Lordship availed himself with 
such dexteriiy of this power that his nephew appeared 
to be indebted for every indulgence to his uncle, who in- 
variably accompanied every act of this description with an 
insinuation that he might thank Mrs. Dacre's illness for 
the boon. 

* Well, George,* he would say to the young Etonian, 
*you shall have the boat, though I hardly know how I 
shall pass the account at head-quarters ; and make yoar- 
self easy about Flash's bill, though I really cannot approve 
of such proceedings. Thank your stars you have not got 
to present that account to old Dacre. Well, I am one of 
those who are always indulgent to young blood. Mr. 
Dacre and I differ. He is your guardian, thongh. Every- 
thing is in his power ; but you shall never want while your 
uncle can help you ; and so run off to Caroline, for I see 
you want to be with her.* 

The Lady Isabella and the Lady Augasta, who had so 
charmed Mrs. and Miss Coronet, were no longer in exist- 
ence. Each had knocked down her earl. Brought up by 
a mother exquisitely adroit in female education, the Ladies 
St. Maurice had run but a brief, though a brilliant, career. 
Beautiful, and possessing every accomplishment which 
renders beauty valuable, under the unrivalled chaperonage of 
the Countess they had played their popular parts without a 
single blunder. Always in the best set, never flirting with 
the wrong man, and never speaking to the wrong woman, 
all agreed that the Ladies St. Maurice had fairly won their 
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coronets. Their sister Caroline was mncli younger ; and 
althongli she did not promise to develop so unblemished a 
character as themselves, she was, in default of another 
sister, to be the Duchess of St. James. 

Lady Caroline St. Maurice was nearly of the same age 
as her cousin, the young Duke. They had been play- 
fellows since his emancipation firom the dungeons of Castle 
Dacre, and every means had been adopted by her judicious 
parents to foster and to confirm the kind feelings which 
had been first engendered by being partners in the same 
toys and sharing the same sports. At eight years old 
the little Duke w^as taught to call Caroline his ' wife ;' and 
as his Grace grew in years, and could better appreciate 
the qualities of his sweet and gentle cousin, he was not 
disposed to retract the title. When George rejoined the 
courtly Coronet Caroline invariably mingled her tears 
with those of her sorrowing spouse ; and when the time 
at length arrived for his departure for Eton, Caroline 
knitted him a purse and presented him with a watch- 
ribbon. At the last moment she besought her brother, 
who was two years older, to watch over him, and soothed 
the moment of final agony by a promise to correspond. 
Had the innocent and soft-hearted girl been acquainted 
with, or been able to comprehend, the purposes of her 
crafty parents, she could not have adopted means more 
calculated to accomplish them. The young Duke kissed 
her a thousand times, and loved her better than all the 
world. 

In spite of his private house and his private tutor, his 
Grrace did not make all the progress in his classical studies 
which means so calculated to promote abstraction and to 
assist acquirement would seem to promise. The fact is, 
that as his mind began to unfold itself he found a perpetual 
and a more pleasing source of study in the contemplation 
of himself. His early initiation in the school of Fitz- 
pompey had not been thrown away. He had heard much 
of nobility, and beauty, and riches, and fashion, and power : 
ho had seen many individuals highly, though differently, 
considered for the relative quantities which they possessed 
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of these qnalitice ; it appeared to tbe Duke of St. Jitmea 
tbat among tlie haman race lie poBsoxsed the lar^t^st 
quantity of them all : he cat hia private tator. His pri- 
Tatfl tutor, who had been appointed by Mr. Dacre, re- 
moustrated to Lord Fitz-pompej, and with sach success 
that he thoaght proper shortly aflar to resign his sitnalaan. 
Dr. Coronet begged to recommend his son, the Kev. Au- 
gustus Granville Coronet. The Duke of St. James now 
got on rapidly, and also foimd sufQcient time for his boat, 
his tandem, and his toilette. 

The Duke of St. James appeared at Christ Church. QIx 
conceit kept him alive for a few terms. It la delightful to 
Teceive the homage of two thonsaad yoaitg men of the best 
famihes in the countiy, to breakfast with twen^ of them, 
and to cnt the rest. In spite, however, of the glories o( 
the golden tnll and a debghtfiil private eEtablishment 
which he and his followers maintfuned in the chaste suburbs 
of Ahna Mater, the Duke of St. James felt ennuied. 
Consequontlj, one clear nighty they set fire to a pyramid 
of caps and govrtts in Peckwnt«r. It was a silly tiling for 
any ouo : it was a sad indiscretion for a Duke ; but it was 
(lone, Some were expelled ; his Grace had timely notice, 
and having before cnt the Oxonians, now cnt Oxford. 

Like all yoong men who get into scrapes, the Duke of 
St. James delvrmiaed to travel. The Dacrea retomed to 
England before he did. He deiteronsly avoided coming 
into contact with them in Italy. Mr. Dacre had written 
to him seTeral times during the first years of his absence ; 
and although the Duke's answers were short, seldom, and 
not very satisfactory, Mr. Dacre persisted in occasionally 
addressing him. TSTien, however, the Duke luul arrived iit 
an age when he was at least moraUy responsible for his 
own conduct, and entirely neglected answering his guar- 
dian's letters, Mr. Dacre became altogether silent. 

The travelling career of the young Duke may be con- 
ceived by those who have wasted their time, and are com- 
pensated for that silliness by being called Men of the 
World. He gamed a little at Paris ; bo ate a good deal at 
Vienna; luid bu studied the fine aria in Italy. In all 
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places his homage to the fair sex was renowned. The Pa- 
risian duchess, the Austrian princess, and the Italian coun- 
tess spoke in the most enthusiastic terms of the English 
nohility. At the end of three years the Duke of St. James 
was of opinion that he had obtained a great knowledge 
of mankind. He was mistaken ; travel is not, as is ima- 
gined, the best school for that sort of science. EInowledge 
of mankind is a knowledge of their passions. The tra- 
veller is looked upon as a bird of passage, whose visit is 
short, and which the vanity of the visited wishes to make 
agreeable. All is show, all false, and all made up. Coterie 
succeeds coterie, equsJlj smiling — the explosions take 
place in his absence. Even a grand passion, which teaches 
a man more, perhaps, than anything else, is not very easily 
excited by the traveller. The women know that, sooner 
or later, he must disappear ; and though this is the case with 
all lovers, they do not like to miss the possibility of delu- 
sion. Thus l^e heroines keep in the background, and the 
visitor, who is always in a hurry, falls into the net of the 
first flirtation that offers. 

The Duke of St. James had, however, acquired a great 
knowledge ; if not of mankind, at any rate of manners. 
He had visited all Courts, and sparkled in the most brilliant 
circles of the Continent. He returned to his own country 
with a taste extremely refined, a manner most polished, and 
a person highly accomplished. 



CHAPTER m. 



A 8OET of scrambling correspondence had been kept up 
between the young Duke and his cousin. Lord St. Mau- 
rice, who had for a few months been his fellow-traveller. 
By virtue of these epistles, notice of the movements of their 
interesting relative occasionally reached the circle at Fitz- 
pompey House, although St. Maurice was scanty in the 
much-desired communications; because, like most young 
Englishmen, he derived singular pleasure from depriving 
his fellow-creatures of all that small information which 
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every one is so desirous to obtain. The anaouncement, 
however, of the approaching arrival of the young Duke 
was duly made. Lord Fitz-pompey wrote and offered 
apartments at Fitz-pompey House. They were refused. 
Lord Fitz-pompey wrote again to require instructions for 
the preparation of Hauteville House. His letter was un- 
answered. Lord Fitz-pompey was quite puzzled. 

* When does your cousin mean to come, Charles ? * 
* Where does your cousin mean to go, Charles ? * * What 
does your cousin mean to do, Charles ? * These were the 
liourly queries of the noble uncle. 

At length, in the middle of January, when no one expected 
him, the Duke of St. James arrived at Mivart's. He was 
attended by a French cook, an Italian valet, a German 
jager, and a Ghreek page. At this dreary season of the 
year this party was, perhaps, the most distinguished in the 
metropolis. 

I Three years' absence and a little knowledge of life had 

somewhat changed the Duke of St. James's feelings with 
regard to his noble relatives. He was quite disembarrassed 

j of that Panglossian philosophy which had hitherto induced 

him to beheve that the Earl of Fitz-pompey was the best 
of all possible uncles. On the contrary, his Grace rather 

! doubted whether the course which his relations had pur- 
sued towards him was quite the most proper and the most 
prudent ; and he took great credit to himself for having, with 

i such unbounded indulgence, on the whole deported himself 

! with so remarkable a temperance. His Grace, too, could 
no longer innocently delude himself with the idea that all 

j the attention which had been lavished upon him was solely 
occasioned by the impulse of consanguinity. Finally, the 

' young Duke's conscience often misgave him when he 

I thought of Mr. Dacre. He determined, therefore, on re- 
turning to England, not to commit himself too decidedly 
with the Fitz-pompeys, and he had cautiously guarded 
himself from being entrapped into becoming their guest. 
At the same time, the recollection of old intimacy, the 
general regard which he really felt for them all, and the 
sincere affection which he entertained for his cousin Caro- 
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line, would have deterred him fix>m giving any outward 
signs of his altered feelings, even if other considerations 
had not intervened. 

And other considerations did intervene. A Duke, and a 
jonng Duke, is an important personage ; but he must 
still be introduced. Even our hero might make a bad tack 
on his first cruise. Almost as important personages have 
committed the same blunder. Talk of Catholic emancipa- 
tion ! O ! thou Imperial Parliament, emancipate the forlorn 
wretches who have got into a bad set ! Even thy omnipo- 
tence must fail there ! 

Now, the Countess of Fitz-pompey was a brilliant of the 
first water. Under no better auspices could the Duke of 
St. James bound upon the stage. No man in town could 
arrange his Club affairs for him with greater celerity and 
greater tact than the Earl ; and the married daughters were 
as much like their mother as a pair of diamond ear-rings 
are like a diamond necklace. 

The Duke, therefore, though he did not choose to get 
caged in Fitz-pompey House, sent his page, Spiridion, to 
the Countess, on a special embassy of announcement on the 
evening of his arrival, and on the following morning his 
Grace himself made his appearance at an early hour. 

Lord Fitz-pompey, who was as consummate a judge of 
men and manners as he was an indifferent speculator on 
affairs, and who was almost as finished a man of the world 
as he was an imperfect philosopher, soon perceived that 
considerable changes had taken place in the ideas as well 
as in the exterior of his nephew. The Duke, however, was 
extremely cordial, and greeted the fiEunily in terms almost 
of fondness. He shook his uncle by the hand with a fer- 
vour with which few noblemen had communicated for a con- 
siderable period, and he saluted his aunt on the check with 
a delicacy which did not disturb the rouge. He turned to 
his cousin. 

Lady Caroline St. Maurice was indeed a right beautiful 
being. Her, whom the young Duke had left merely a 
graceful and kind-hearted girl, three years had changed into 
a somewhat dignified but most lovely woman. A little 
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perhaps of ber native ease had been lost ; a little perhaps 
of a manner rather too artificial had supplanted that 
exquisite address which Nature alone had prompted ; but 
at this moment her manner was as unstudied and as 
genuine as when thej had gambolled together in the 
bowers of Malthorpe. Her white and delicate arm was 
extended with cordial grace, her full blue eje beamed 
with fondness, and the soft blush that rose on her fair 
cheek exquisitely contrasted with the clusters of her dark 
brown hair. 

The Duke was struck, almost staggered. Ho remembered 
their infant loves ; he recovered with ready address. He 
bent his head with gpracefnl afiection and pressed her lips. 
He almost repented that he had not accepted his uncle's 
offer of hospitality. 



CHAPTER IV. 

liORD FiTZ-POMPiT was a little consoled for the change 
which he had observed in the character of the Duke by 
the remembrance of the embrace with which his Grace 
had greeted Lady Caroline. Never indeed did a process 
which has, through the lapse of so many ages, occasioned 
so much delight, produce more lively satisfaction than the 
kiss in question. Lord Fitz-pompey had given up his 
plan of managing the Duke after the family dinner which 
his nephew had the pleasure to join the first day of his 
first visit. The Duke and he were alone, and his Lordship 
availed himself of the rare opportunity with that adroitness 
for which he was celebrated. Nothing could be more 
polite, more affable, more kind, than his Grace's manner ! 
but the uncle cared little for politeness, or affability, • or 
kindness. The crafty courtier wanted candour, and that 
was absent. That ingenuous openness of disposition, that 
frank and affectionate demeanour, for which the Duke of 
St. James had been so remarkable in his early youth, and 
with the aid of which Lord Fitz-pompey had built so 
many Spanish castles, had quite disappeared. Nothing 
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could be more artificial, more conventional, more studied, 
than his whole deportment. In vain Lord Fitz-pompey 
pmnped; the empty backet invariably reminded him of 
his lost labonr. In vain his Lordship laid his little 
diplomatic traps to catch a hint of the purposes or an 
intimation of the inclinations of his nephew ; the bait was 
never seized. In vain the Earl affected unusual con- 
viviality and boundless affection; the Duke sipped his 
claret and admired his pictures. Nothing would do. An 
air of habitual cahn, a look of kind condescension, and 
an inclination to a smile, which never burst into a beam, 
announced that the Duke of St. James was perfectly sa- 
tisfied with existence, and conscious that he was himself, 
of that existence, the most distinguished ornament. In 
fJEbct, he was a sublime coxcomb ; one of those rare characters 
whose finished manner and shrewd sense combined prevent 
their conceit from being contemptible. After many con- 
sultations it was determined between the aunt and uncle 
that it would be most prudent to affect a total non- 
interference with their nephew's affairs, and in the mean- 
time to trust to the goodness of Providence and the 
charms of Caroline. 

Lady Fitz-pompey determined that the young Dake 
should make his d6but at once, and at her house, ^though 
it was yet January, she did not despair of collecting a 
select band of guests, Brahmins of the highest caste. 
Some choice spirits were in office, like her lord, and there- 
fore in town; others were only passing through; but 
no one caught a flying-fish with more dexterity than the 
Goontess. The notice was short, the whole was unstudied. 
It was a felicitous impromptu, and twenty guests were 
assembled, who were the Corinthian capitals of the Temple 
of Fashion* 

There was the Premier, who was invited, not because he 
waa a Minister, but because he was a hero. There was 
another Duke not less celebrated, whose palace was a 
breathing shrine which sent forth the oracles of mode. 
True, he had ceased to be a young Duke; but be might be 
oonacled for the vanished lustre of youth by the recollection 
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that he had enjoyed it, and by the present inspiration of an 
accomplished manhood. There were the Prince and the 
Princess Protocoli: his Highness a first-rate diplomatist, 
nnrivalled for his management of an opera ; and his con- 
sort, with a conntenance like Cleopatra and a tiara like a 
constellation, famed alike for her shawls and her snoff. 
There were Lord and Lady Bloomerly, who were the best 
friends on earth : my Lord a sportsman, but soft withal, 
his talk the Jockey Club, filtered through White's; my 
Lady a little blue, and very beautifdl. Their daughter, 
Lady Charlotte, rose by her mother's side like a tall bud 
by a full-blown flower. There were the Viscountess Blaze, 
a peeress in her own right, and her daughter. Miss Blaze 
Dashaway, who, besides the glory of the fature coronet, 
moved in all the confidence of independent thousands. 
There was the Marquess of Macaroni, who was at the same 
time a general, an ambassador, and a dandy ; and who, if 
he had liked, could have worn twelve orders ; bnt this 
day, being modest, only wore six. There, too, was the 
Marchioness, with a stomacher stiff with brilliants ex- 
tracted from the snuff-boxes presented to her husband at a 
Congress. 

There were Lord Sunium, who was not only a peer but a 
poet ; and his lady, a Qreek, who looked just finished by 
Phidias. There, too, was Pococurante, the epicurean and 
triple millionnaire, who in a poHtical country dared to despise 
politics, in the most aristocratic of kingdoms had refused 
nobility, and in a land which showers all its honours upon 
its cultivators invested his whole fortune in the funds. He 
lived in a retreat like the villa of Hadrian, and maintained 
himself in an elevated position chiefly by his wit and a 
little by his wealth. There, too, were his noble wife, 
thoroughbred to her fingers' tips, and beaming like the 
evening star ; and his son, who was an M.P., and thought 
his father a fool. In short, our party was no common 
party, but a band who formed the very core of civilisation ; 
a high court of last appeal, whose word* was a fiat, whose 

sign was a liint, whose stare was death, and sneer 

damnation ! 
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The Graces befriend us! "We have forgotten the most 
important personage. It is the first time in his life that 
Charles Annesley has been neglected. It will do him 
good. 

Dandy has been voted vulgar, and beau is now the word. 
It may be doubted whether the revival will stand ; and as 
for the exploded title, though it had its faults at first, the 
muse of Byron has made it not only English, but classical. 
Charles Annesley could hardly be called a dandy or a 
beau. There was nothing in his dress, though some 
mysterious arrangement in his costume, some rare simpli- 
city, some curious happiness, always made it distinguished ; 
there was nothing, however, in his dress, which could ac- 
count for the influence which he exercised over the manners 
of his contemporaries. Charles Annesley was about thirty. 
He had inherited firom his father, a younger brother, a 
small estate ; and, though heir to a wealthy earldom, he 
nad never abused what the world called ' lus prospects.' 
Tet his establishment, his little house in Ma3rfair, his 
horses, his moderate stud at Melton, were all unique, 
and everything connected with him was unparalleled for its 
elegance, its invention, and its refinement. But his manner 
was his magic. His natural and' subdued nonchalance, so 
different from the assumed non-emotion of a mere dandy ; 
his coldness of heart, which was hereditary, not acquired ; 
his cautious courage, and his unadulterated self-love, had 
permitted him to mingle much with mankind without 
being too deeply involved in the play of their passions ; 
while his exquisite sense of the ridiculous quickly revealed 
those weaknesses to him which his delicate satire did not 
spare, even while it refrained from wounding. All feared, 
many admired, and none hated him. He was too powerful 
not to dread, too dexterous not to admire, too superior to 
hate. Perhaps the great secret of his manner was his ex- 
quisite superciliousness, a quality which, of all, is the most 
difficult to manage. Even with his intimates he was never 
con^dential, and perpetually assumed his public character 
with the private coterie which he loved to rule. On the 
whole, he was unlike any of the leading men of modem 



1 6 THE YOUNG DUKE. 

days, and rather reminded one of the fine g^tlemen of oar 
old brilliant comedy, the Dorimantfi, the BeUairs, and the 
Mirabels. 

Charles Annesley was a member of the distinguished 
party who were this day to decide the fate of the young 
Duke. Let him come forward ! 

His Grrace moved towards them, tall and elegant in 
figure, and with that air of afiable dignity which becomes 
a noble, and which adorns a court ; none of that affected 
indifierence which seems to imply that nothing can com- 
pensate for the exertion of moving, and ' which maken the 
dandy, while it mars the man.' His large and somewhat 
sleepy grey eye, his clear complexion, his small mouth, his 
aquiline nose, his transparent forehead, his rich brown 
hair, and the delicacy of his extremities, presented, when 
combined, a very excellent specimen of that style of beauty 
for which the nobility of England are remarkable. Glentle, 
for he felt the importance of the tribunal, never loud, 
ready, yet a little reserved, he neither courted nor shunned 
examination. His finished manner, his experience of so- 
ciety, his pretensions to taste, the gaiety of his temper, and 
the liveliness of his imagination, gradually developed them- 
selves with the developing hours. 

The banquet was over : the Duke of St. James passed 
his examination with unqualified approval ; and having 
been stamped at the Mint of Fashion as a sovereign of the 
brightest die, he was flung forth, like the rest of his golden 
brethren, to corrupt the society of which he was the 
brightest ornament. 



CHAPTER V. 



The morning after the initiatory dinner the young Duke 
drove to Hauteville House, his family mansion, situated in 
his fiimily square. His Grace particularly prided himself 
on his knowledge of the arts ; a taste for which, among 
other things, he intended to introduce into England. 
Nothing could exceed the horror with which he witnessed 
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the exterior of his mansion, except the agony with which 
he paced throngh the interior. 

* Is this a palace ? ' thought the young Duke ; ' this 
hospital a palace ! ' 

He entered. The marhle hall, the broad and lofty 
double staircase painted in fresco, were not unpromising, 
in spite of the dingy gilding ; but with what a mixed feeling 
of wonder and disgust did the Duke roam through clusters 
of those queer chambers which in England are called 
drawing-rooms ! 

'Where are the galleries, where the Sjrmmetrical sa- 
loons, where the lengthened suite, where the collateral 
cabinets, sacred to the statue of a nymph or the mistress of 
a painter, in which I have been accustomed to reside? 
What page would condescend to lounge in this ante- 
chamber ? And is this gloomy vault, that you call a 
dining-room, to be my hall of Apollo ? Order my 
carriage.' 

The Duke sent immediately for Sir Carte Blanche, the 
successor, in England, of Sir Christopher Wren. His 
Grace communicated at the same time his misery and his 
grand views. Sir Carte was astonished with his Grace's 
knowledge, and sympathised with his Grace's feelings. 
He offered consolation and promised estimates. They 
came in due time. £[auteville House, in the drawing of 
the worthy Ejiight, might have been mistaken for the 
Louvre. Some adjoining mansions were, by some magical 
process for which Sir Carte was famous, to be cleared of 
their present occupiers, and the whole side of the square 
was in future to be the site of £[auteville House. The 
difficulty was great, but the object was greater. The ex- 
pense, though the estimate made a bold assault on the half 
million, was a mere trifle, ' considering,* The Duke was 
delighted. He condescended to make a slight alteration in 
Sir Carte's drawing, which Sir Carte afi&rmed to be a great 
improvement. Now it was Sir Carte's turn to be delighted. 
The Duke was excited by his architect's admiration, and 
gave him a dissertation on Schonbrunn. 

Although Mr. Dacro had been disappointed in his hope 
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of cxcrcitiiDg a personal influence over the edncation of liis 
ward, he had been more fortunate in his plans for the ma- 
nagement of his ward's property. Perhaps there never 
was an instance of the opportunities afforded by a long 
minority having been used to greater advantage. The 
estates had been increased and greatly improved, all and 
very heavy mortgages had been paid ofi*, and the rents 
been fairly apportioned. Mr. Dacre, by his constant exer- 
tions and able dispositions since his return to England, 
also made up for the neglect with which an important point 
had been a Uttle treated ; and at no period had the parlia- 
mentary influence of the house of Hauteville been bo ex* 
tensive, so decided, and so well bottomed as when our hero 
became its chief. 

In spite of his proverbial pride, it seemed that Mr. Dacre 
was determined not to be offended by the conduct ot his 
ward. The Duke had not yet announced his arrival in 
England to his guardian; but about a month afler that 
event he received a letter of congratulation from Mr. 
Dacre, who at the same time expressed a desire to resign 
a truM into his Grace's hand which, he believed, had not 
been abused. The Duke, who rather dreaded an interview, 
wrote in return that he intended very shortly to visit 
Yorkshire, when he should have the pleasure of availing 
himself of the kind invitation to Castle Dacre ; and having 
thus, as he thought, dexterously got rid of the old gentle- 
man for the present, he took a ride with Lady Caroline St. 
Maurice. 



CHAPTER VI. 



Parliament assembled, the town filled, and every moment 
in the day of the Duke of St. James was occupied. Sir 
Carte and his tribe filled up the morning. Then there 
were endless visits to endless visitors; dressing; riding, 
chiefly with Lady Caroline ; luncheons, and the bow 
window at White's. Then came the evening with all its 
crash and glare ; the banquet, the opera, and the ball. 
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The Duke of St. James took the oaths and his seat. He 
was introdnced by Lord Fitz-pompej. He heard a debate. 
We langh at snch a thing, especiallj in the Upper House ; 
but, on the whole, the affair is imposing, particularly if 
we take part in it. Lord Ex-Chamberlain thought the 
nation going on wrong, and he made a speech fall of 
currency and constitution. Baron Deprivyseal seconded 
him with great efiTect, brief but bitter, satirical and sore. 
The Earl of Quarterday answered these, full of confidence 
in the nation and in himself. When the debate was get- 
ting heavy. Lord Snap jumped up to give them something 
light. The Lords do not encourage wit, and so are obliged 
to put up with pertness. But Viscount Memoir was very 
statesmanlike, and spouted a sort of universal history. 
Then there was Lord Ego, who vindicated his character, 
when nobody knew he had one, and explained his motives, 
because his auditors could not understand his acts. Then 
there was a maiden speech, so inaudible that it was 
doubted whether, after all, the young orator really did lose 
his virginity. Li the end, up started the Premier, who 
having nothing to say, was manly, and candid, and liberal ; 
gave credit to his adversaries and took credit to himself, 
and then the motion was withdrawn. 

While all this was going on, some made a note, some 
made a bet, some consulted a book, some their ease, some 
yawned, a few slept ; yet, on the whole, there was an air 
about the assembly which can be witnessed in no other in 
Europe. Even the most indifferent looked as if he would 
come forward if the occasion should demand him, and the 
most imbecile as if he could serve his country if it re- 
quired him. When a man raises his eyes from his bench 
and sees his ancestor in the tapestry, he begins to under- 
stand the pride of blood. 

The young Duke had not experienced many weeks of his 
career before he began to sicken of living in an hotel. 
Hitherto he had not reaped any of the fraits of the termi- 
nation of his minority. He was a cavalier seul, highly 
considered, tmly, but yet a mere member of society. He 
had been this for years. This was not the existence to 
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enjoy which be bad huiTied to Englancl. He aspired to W 
society itself. In a word, hia taistea were of the most nmg- 
nificent deHcription, and he Bighed to be sarronnded by a 
court. As HauteviJle House, even with Sir Carte's ex- 
traordinary exertions, could nol be ready fitr bis reception 
for tbre© years, which to him Appeared eternity, he deter- 
minod to look about for an eatabliahmeut. He was fortn- 
nate, A nobleman who possessed an hereditary mansiun 
of the first class, and much too magnificent for his resources, 
suddenly became diplomatic, and accepted an embassy. 
The Duke of St. James took everything off hia hands: 
house, famiture, wines, cooks, scrvajite, horses. Sir Carta 
was Bcnt in to touch up the gilding and make a few tem- 
porary improvement') ; and Lady Fits-pompey pledged her- 
self to organise the whole establishment ere the full season 
commenced and the early Easter had elapsed, which had 
now arrived. 

It bad arrived, and the young Duke had departed to bis 
chief family Beat, Hauteville Castle, in Yorkshire. He in- 
tended at the same time to fulfil his long-pledged engage- 
ment at Castle Dacre. He arrived at Hauteville amid the 
ringing of bells, the roasting of oren, and the orackling 
of bonfires, The Castle, unlike most Yorksbire castles, 
was a Gothic edifice, ancient, vast, and strong; but it had 
received nnmerous additions in various styles of archi- 
tecture, which were at the same time groat sources of gob 
venience and great violations of taste. The youug Dolce 
was seized with a vioh-ut desire to live in a genuine Qothio 
castle : each day his refined taste was outraged by disco- 
vering Roman windows and Grecian doors. He determined 
to emulate Windsor, and he sent for Sir Carte. 

Sir Carte carue as quick as thunder after Ughtning. He 
was immensely struck with Hauleville, particularly with 
its capabilities. It was a superb place, certiunly, and 
might be rendered unrivalled. The situation seemed made 
for the pure Gothic. The left vring should decidedly ba 
palled down, and its site occupied by a Knight's hail ; the 
old terrace should be restored ; the duujou keep should 
be raised, -ind a gallery, three hundred feet loiig, thrown 
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ihrongh the body of the castle. Estimates, estimates, esti- 
mates! Bat the time? This was a greater point than 
the expense. Wonders shonld be done. There were now 
five hundred men working for Hauteville Honse; there 
shonld be a thousand for Hauteville Castle. Carte Blanc}ie, 
Carte Blanche, Carte Blanche ! 

On his arrival in Yorkshire the Duke had learnt that 
the Dacres were in Norfolk on a visit. As the Castle was 
some miles off, he saw no necessity to make a useless 
exertion, and so he sent his jager with his card. He had 
now been ten days in his native county. It was dull, and 
be was restless. He missed the excitement of perpetual 
admiration, and his eye drooped for constant glitter. He 
suddenly returned to town, just when the county had 
flattered itself that he was about to appoint his public days. 



CHAPTER Vn. 



Easter was over, the sun shone, the world was mad, and 
the young Duke made his debut at Almack's. He deter- 
mined to prove that he had profited by a winter at Vienna. 
His dancing was declared consummate. He galloped with 
grace and waltzed with vigour. It was difficult to decide 
which was more admirable, the elegance of his prance or 
the precision of his whirl. A fat Russian Prince, a lean 
Austrian Count, a little German Baron, who, somehow or 
other, always contrived to be the most marked characters of 
the evening, disappeared in despair. 

There was a lady in the room who attracted the notice 
of our hero. She was a remarkable personage. There are 
some sorts of beauty which defy description, and almost 
scrutiny. Some faces rise upon us in the tumult of life 
like stars from out the sea, or as if they had moved out of 
a picture. Our first impression is anything but fleshly. 
We are struck dumb, we gasp, our limbs quiver, a faint- 
ness glides over our frame, we are awed ; instead of gazing 
upon the apparition, we avert the eyes, which yet will feed 
upon its b^uty. A strange sort of unearthly pain mixes 
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with thu intenae pleasure, And not till, with a struggle, 
we call back to our memory the conunonplacea of eziat- 
ence, coa vro recover oar commonplace demeanonr. These, 
indeed, are rare viaioDS, earjj feelings, when our f oong 
eiiatfitce leaps with its moimtain torrents ; bnt as the nyer 
of our life rolla on, our eyes grow dimmer or our blood 
more cold. 

Some effect of this kind was produced on the Duke of 
St. James by the onkoown dame. He turned aw&y his head 
to collect his senses. His eyes again rally; and this time, 
being prepared, he was more aaccesaful in his observations. 
The lady was standing against the wall ; a young man 
WB3 Etddi-essing some remarks to her which apparently 
were not very interesting. She was tall and yonng, and, 
as her tiara betfikened, married ; dazzling fair, but withont 
colour; with locks like night and features delicate, but 
precisely defined. Yet all this did not at first oh&Uenge 
the observation of the young Duke. It was the genend 
and peculiar expression of her countenance which had 
caused in him such emotion. There was an expression of 
resignation, or repose, or sorrow, or serenity, which in these 
excited chambers was strange, and singular, and lone. She 
gazed like some genius invisible to the crowd, and moiim- 
iiig over its degradation. 

He stopped St. Maurice, aa his cousin passed by, to in- 
quire her name, and Icamt that she was Lady Aphrodite 
Graftjin, the wife of Sir Lucius Grafton. 

' What, Lucy Oration ! ' eiclaimed tlie Dake. ' I re- 
member ; 1 was his fag at Eton. He was a handsome dog ; 
but I doubt whether he deserves such a wife. Intro- 
Lady Aphrodite received our hero with a gentle bow, 
and did not seem quite as impressed with his importance 
as moat of those to whom he had been presented in the 
course of the evening. Tho Duke had considerable tact 
with women, and soon perceived that the common topics 
of a hack flirtation would not do in the present case. Ka 
was therefore roitd and modest, rather piquant, somewhat 
rational, and appai'ently perfectly unafiected. Her hadv- 
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ship's reserve wore away. She refused to dance, hut con- 
versed with more animation. The Duke did not leave her 
side. The women hegan to stare, the men to bet : Lady 
Aphrodite against the field. In vain his Grace laid a 
thousand plans to arrange a tea-room tete-^tete. He was 
unsuccessful. As he was about to return to the charge 
her Ladyship desired a passer-by to summon her carriage. 
No time was to be lost. The Duke began to talk hard 
about his old friend and schoolfellow, Sir Lucius. A 
greenhorn would have thought it madness to take an in- 
terest in such a person of all others ; but women like you 
to enter their house as their hujsband's friend. Lady 
Aphrodite could not re&ain from expressing her conviction 
that Sir Lucius would be most happy to renew his acquaint- 
ance with the Duke of St. James, and the Duke of St. 
James immediately said that he would take the earhest 
opportunity of giving him that pleasure. 



CHAPTER VHL 



Sib Lucius Obafton was five or six years older than the 
Duke of St. James, although he had been his contemporary 
at Eton. He, too, had been a minor, and had inherited 
an estate capable of supporting the becoming dignity of 
an ancient family. Li appearance he was an Antinous. 
There was, however, an expression of fimmess, almost of 
ferocity, about his mouth, which quite prevented his coun- 
tenance frx)m being efiemiiiate, and broke the dreamy vo- 
luptuousness of the rest of his features. Li mind he was 
a rou6. Devoted to pleasure, he had racked the goblet 
at an early age; and before he was five-and-twenty pro- 
cared for himself a reputation which made all women dread 
and some men shun him. In the very wildest moment 
of his career, when he was almost marked like Cain, he 
had met Lady Aphrodite MaJtravers. She was the daughter 
of a nobleman who justly prided himself, in a degenerate 
age, on the virtue of his house. Nature, as if in recom- 
pense for his goodness, had showered all her blessings on 
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his only daughter. Never was daughter more devoted to 
a widowed sire ; never was woman inflaenced by principles 
of purer morality. 

This was the woman who inspired Sir Lucius Graflon 
with an ungovernable passion. Despairing of success by 
any other method, conscious that, sooner or later, he must, 
for family considerations, propagate future baronets of the 
name of Grafbon, he determined to solicit her hand. But 
for him to obtain it, he was well aware, was difficult. 
Confident in his person, his consummate knowledge of the 
female character, and his unrivalled powers of dissimulation. 
Sir Lucius arranged his dispositions. The daughter feared, 
the farther hated him. There was indeed much to be done ; 
but the remembrance of a thousand triumphs supported 
the adventurer. Lady Aphrodite was at leugth persuaded 
that she alone could confirm the reformation which she 
alone had originated. She yielded to a passion which 
her love of virtue had alone kept in subjection. Sir Lucius 
and Lady Aphrodite knelt at the feet of the old Earl. The 
tears of his daughter, ay ! and of his future son-in-law, 
for Sir Lucius knew when to weep, were too much for his 
kind and generous heart. He gave them his blessing, which 
faltered on his tongue. 

A year had not elapsed ere Lady Aphrodite woke to all 
the wildness of a deluded woman. The idol on whom she 
had lavished all the incense of her innocent aflections became 
every day less like a true divinity. At length even the 
ingenuity of passion could no longer disguise the hideous 
and bitter truth. She was no longer loved. She thought 
of her father. Ah, what was the madness of her me- 
mory ! 

The agony of her mind disappointed her husband's hope 
of an heir, and the promise was never renewed. In vain 
she remonstrated with the being to whom she was devoted : 
in vain she sought by meek endurance again to melt his 
heart. It was cold ; it was callous. Most women would 
have endeavoured to recover their lost influence by different 
tactics ; some, perhaps, would have forgotten their mortifi- 
cation in their revenge. But Lady Aphrodite had been 
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the victim of passion, and now was its slave. She oould 
not dissemble. 

Not so her sponse. Sir Lucius knew too well the value 
of a good character to part very easily with that which he 
had so unexpectedly regained. Whatever were his ex- 
cesses, they were prudent ones. He felt that boyhood 
could alone excuse the folly of glorying in vice ; and he 
knew that, to respect virtue, it was not absolutely neces- 
sary to be virtuous. No one was, apparently, more choice 
in his companions than Sir Lucius Graflon ; no husband 
was seen oftener with his wife ; no one paid more respect 
to age, or knew better when to wear a grave countenance. 
The world praised the magical influence of Lady Aphrodite; 
and Lady Aphrodite, in private, wept over her misery. Li 
public she made an effort to conceal all she felt ; and, as 
it is a great inducement to every woman to conceal that 
she is neglected by the man whom she adores, her effort 
was not unsuccessful. Yet her countenance might in- 
dicate that she was little interested in the scene in which 
she mixed. She was too proud to weep, but too sad to 
smile. Elegant and lone, she stood among her crushed and 
lovely hopes like a column amid the ruins of a beautiful 
temple. 

The world declared that Lady Aphrodite was desper- 
ately virtuous, and the world was right. A thousand 
fireflies had sparkled round this myrtle, and its &esh and 
verdant hue was still unsullied and unscorched. Not a 
very accurate image, but pretty ; and those who have 
watched a glancing shower of these glittering insects will 
confess that, poetically, the bush might bum. The truth 
is, that Lady Aphrodite still trembled when she recalled 
the early anguish of her broken sleep of love, and had not 
courage enough to hope that she might dream again. 
Like the old Hebrews, she had been so chastened for her 
wild idolatry that she dared not again raise an image to 
animate the wilderness of her existence. Man sLe at 
the same time feared and despised. Compared with her 
husband, all who surrounded her were, she felt, in appear- 
ance inferior, and were, she believed, in mind the same 
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We know not how it is, but love at first sight is a 
sabject of constant ridicnle ; but, somehow, we suspect that 
it has more to do with the affairs of this world than the 
world is willing to own. Eyes meet which have never 
met before, and glances thrill with expression which is 
strange. We contrast these pleasant sights and new 
emotions with hackneyed objects and worn sensations. 
Another glance and another thrill, and we spring into 
each other's arms. What can be more natural ? 

Ah, that we should awake so often to truth so bitter ! 
Ah, that charm by charm should evaporate from the talis- 
man which had enchanted our existence ! 

And so it was with this sweet woman, whose feelings 
grow under the pen. She had repaired to a splendid as- 
sembly to play her splendid part with the consciousness of 
misery, without the expectation of hope. She awaited 
without interest the routine which had been so often 
uninteresting ; she viewed without emotion the characters 
wrhich had never moved. A stranger suddenly appeared 
upon the stage, fresh as the morning dew, and glittering 
like the morning star. All eyes await, all tongues 
applaud him. His step is grace, his countenance hope, 
his voice music ! And was such a being bom only to 
deceive and be deceived ? Was he to run the same false, 
palling, ruinous career which had filled so many hearts 
with bitterness and dimmed the radiancy of so many 
eyes ? Never ! The nobility of his soul spoke from his 
glancing eye, and treated the foul suspicion with scorn. 
Ah, would that she had such a brother to warn, to guide, 
to love ! 

So felt the Lady Aphrodite ! So felt ; we vnU not say 
so reasoned. When once a woman allows an idea to touch 
her heart, it is miraculous with what rapidity the idea is 
fathered by her brain. All her experience, all her anguish, 
all her despair, vanished like a long frost, in an instant, and 
in a night. She felt a delicious conviction that a knight 
had at length come to her rescue, a hero worthy of an 
adventure so admirable. The image of the young Duke 
filled her whole mind ; she had no ear for others' voices i 
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she mused on his idea with the rapture of a votary on the 
mysteries of a new faith. 

Yet strange, when he at length approached her, when 
he addressed her, when she replied to that month which 
had fascinated even before it had spoken, she was cold, 
reserved, constrained. Some talk of the burning cheek 
and the flashing eye of passion ; but a wise man would not, 
perhaps, despair of the heroine who, when he approaches 
her, treats him almost with scorn, and trembles while she 
affects to disregard him. 

Lady Aphrodite has returned home : she hurries to her 
apartment, she falls into a sweet reverie, her head leans 
upon her hand. Her soubrette, a pretty and chattering 
Swiss, whose republican virtue had been corrupted by 
Paris, as Home by Corinth, endeavours to divert her lady's 
ennui : she excruciates her beaatifnl mistress with tattle 

about the admiration of Lord B and the sighs of Sir 

Harry. Her Ladyship reprimands her for her levity, and 
the soubrette, grown sullen, revenges herself for her mis- 
tress's reproof by converting the sleepy process of brushing 
into lively torture. 

The Duke of St. James called upon Lady Aphrodite 
Ghrafbon the next day, and at an hour when he trusted to 
find her alone. He was not disappointed. More than 
once the silver-tongued pendule sounded during that 
somewhat protracted but most agreeable visit. He was, 
indeed, gp^eatly interested by her, but he was an habitual 
gallant, and always began by feigning more than he felt. 
She, on the contrary, who was really in love, feigned 
much less. Yet she was no longer constrained, though 
calm. Fluent, and even gay, she talked as well as lis- 
tened, and her repartees more than once called forth the 
resources of her guest. She displayed a delicate and even 
luxorious taste, not only in her conversation, but (the 
Duke observed it with delight) in her costume. She 
had a passion for music and for flowers ; she sang a ro- 
mance, and she gave him a rose. He retired perfectly 
foficinated. 
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CHAPTER rX. 

Sib Lucius Grafton called on the Duke of St. James. 
They did not immediately swear an eternal ftiendship, bnt 
they greeted each other with considerable warmth, talked 
of old times and old companions, and compared their 
former sensations with their present. No one could bo a 
more agreeable companion than Sir Lucius, and this day 
ho left a very favourable impression with his young firiend. 
From this day, too, the Duke's visits at the Baronet's were 
frequent ; and as the Graftons were intimate with the 
Fitz-pompeys, scarcely a day elapsed without his having 
the pleasure of passing a portion of it in the company of 
Lady Aphrodite : his attentions to her were marked, and 
sometimes mentioned. Lord Fitz-pompey was rather in a 
flutter. George did not ride so often with Caroline, and 
never alone with her. This was disagreeable; but the 
Earl was a man of the world, and a sanguine man withal. 
These things will happen. It is of no use to quarrel with 
the wind ; and, for his part, he was not sorry that he had 
the honour of the Ghtifton acquaintance ; it secured Caro- 
line her cousin's company ; and as for the liaison, if there 
were one, why it must end, and probably the difficulty of 
terminating it might even hasten the catastrophe which he 
had so much at heart. ' So, Laura, dearest ! let the Graf- 
tons bo asked to dinner.' 

In one of those rides to which Caroline was not ad- 
mitted, for Lady Aphrodite was present, the Duke of St. 
James took his way to the Regent's Park, a wild seques- 
tered spot, whither ho invariably repaired when he did 
not wish to bo noticed ; for the inhabitants of this pretty 
suburb are a distinct race, and although their eyes are not 
un observing, from their inability to speak the language 
of London they are unable to communicate their obser- 
vations. 

The spring sun was setting, and flung a crimson flush 
over the blue waters and the white houses. The scene 
was rather imposing, and reminded our hero of days of 
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traTel. A sndden thongbt stmck him. Would it not be 
delightfol to bnild a beantifal retreat in this sweet and 
retired land, and be able in an instant to fly from the 
formal magnificence of a London mansion ? Lady Aphro- 
dite was charmed with the idea; for the enamoured are 
always delighted with what is fancifnl. The Duke deter, 
mined immediately to convert the idea into an object. To 
lose no time was his grand motto. As he thought that 
Sir Carte had enough upon his hands, he determined to 
apply to an artist whose achiavements had been greatly 
vaunted to him by a distinguished and noble judge. 

M. Bijou de Millecolonnes, Chevalier of the Legion of 
Honour and member of the Academy of St. Luke's, except 
in his title, was the antipodes of Sir Carte Blanche. Sir 
Carte was all solidity, solemnity, and correctness; Bijou 
de Millecolonnes all lightness, gaiety, and originality. Sir 
Carte was ever armed with the Parthenon, Palladio, and 
St. Peter's ; Bijou de Millecolonnes laughed at the ancients, 
called Palladio and Michel barbarians of the middle ages, 
and had himself invented an order. Bijou was not so 
plausible as Sir Carte ; but he was infinitely more enter- 
taining. Far from being servile, he allowed no one to talk 
but himself, and made his fortune by his elegant insolence. 
How singular it is that those who love servility are always 
the victims of impertinence ! 

Gkdly did Bijou de Millecolonnes drive his pea-green 
cabriolet to the spot in question. He formed his plan in 
an instant. * The occasional retreat of a noble should be 
something picturesque and poetical. The raind should be 
led to voluptuousness by exquisite associations, as well as 
by the creations of art. It is thus their luxury is rendered 
more intense by the reminiscences that add past experience 
to present enjoyment ! For instance, if you sail down a 
river, imitate the progress of Cleopatra. And here, here, 
where the opportunity is so ample, what think you of re- 
viving the Alliambra ?' 

Splendid conception ! The Duke already fancied him- 
self a Caliph. * Lose no time, Chevalier ! Dig, plant, 
build!' 
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Nine acres were obtained from the Woods and Forests ; 
nionnds were thrown up, shrubs thrown in ; the paths emu- 
lated the serpent ; the nine acres seemed interminable. All 
was snrroanded by a paling eight feet high, that no one 
might pierce the mystery of the preparations. 

A rumour was soon current that the Zoological Society 
intended to keep a Bengal tiger au naturdf and that they 
were contriving a residence which would amply compen- 
sate him for his native jungle. The Regent's Park was in 
despair, the landlords lowered their rents, and the tenants 
petitioned the Eling. lo a short time some hooded domes 
and some Saracenic spires rose to sight, and the truth was 
then made known that the young Duk^ of St. James was 
building a villa. The Regent's Park was in rapture, the 
landlords raised their rents, and the tenants withdrew their 
petition. 



CHAPTER X. 



Mr. Dacre again wrote to the Duke of St. James. He 
i*egrctted that he had been absent from home when his 
GK^ace had done him the honour of calling at Castle Dacre. 
Had he been aware of that intended gratification, he could 
with ease, and would with pleasure, have postponed his 
visit to Norfolk. He also regretted that it would not be 
in his power to visit London this season ; and as he thought 
chat no further time should be lost in resigning the trust 
with which he had been so honoured, he begged leave to 
forward his accounts to the Duke, and with them some 
notes which he believed would convey some not unim- 
portant information to his Grace for the future management 
ot his property. The young Duke took a rapid glance at 
the sum total of his rental, crammed all the papers into a 
cabinet with a determination to examine them the first 
opportunity, and ^hen rolled ofiT to a morning concert of 
vv'hich he was the patron. 

The intended opportunity for the examination of the 
iiTi))ortant papers was never caught, nor was it surprising 
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that it escaped capture. It is difficult to conceive a career 
of more yarions, more constant, or more distracting excite- 
ment than that in which the Dnke of St. James was now 
engakgedL His life was an ocean of enjoyment, and each 
hour, like each wave, threw np its pearl. How dull was 
the hall in wliich he did not bound ! How dim the banquet 
in which he did not glitter ! His presence in the Gardens 
compensated for the want of flowers ; his vision in the 
Park for the want of sun. In public breakfasts he was 
more indispensable than pine-apples; in private concerts 
more noticed than an absent prima donna. How fair was 
the dame on whom he smiled ! How dark was the trades- 
man on whom he frowned ! 

Think only of Prime Ministers and Princes, to say no* 
thing of Princesses ; nay ! think only of managers of operas 
and French actors, to say nothing of French actresses ; 
think only of jewellers, milliners, artists, horse-dealers, all 
the shoals who hurried for his sanction ; think only of 
the two or three thousand civilised beings for whom all 
this population breathed, and who each of them had claims 
upon our hero*s notice ! Think of the statesmen, who had 
BO much to ask and so much to give ; the dandies to feed 
with and to be fed; the dangerous dowagers and the 
desperate mothers ; the widows, wild as early partridges ; 
the budding virgins, mild as a summer cloud and soft 
as an opera hat ! Think of the drony bores, with their 
dull hum ; think of the chivalric guardsmen, with their 
horses to sell and their bills to discount ; think of Willis, 
think of Crockford, think of White's, think of Brooks', 
and you may form a faint idea how the young Duke had to 
talk, and eat, and flirt, and cut, and pet, and patronise ! 

You think it impossible for one man to do all this. There 
is yet much behind. You may add to the catalogue Mel- 
ton and Newmarket ; and if to hunt without an appetite 
and to bet without an object will not sicken you, why, 
build a yacht ! 

The Duke of St. James gave his first grand entertain- 
ment for the season. It was like the assembly of the 
Immortals at the first levee of Jove. All hurried to pay 
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tbeir devoirs to the young King of Ftthion ; and each wlio 
snccecdcd in becoming a member of the Court felt as proud 
as a peer with a new title, or a baronet with an old one. 
An air of regal splendour, an almost imperial assumption, 
was observed in tiie arrangements of the fl&te. A troop of 
serrauts in rich liveries filled the hall ; grooma lined the 
staircase ; Spiridion, the Greek page, loimged on an otto- 
man in an ante-chamber, and, with the assistance of six 
young gentlemen in crimson-and-silver uniforms, aimounced 
the coming of the cherished guests. Cart-loads of pine^ 
apples were sent up from the Yorkshire Castle, and wag- 
gons of orange-trees from the Twickenham Villa. 

A brilliant coterie, of which his Grace was a member, 
had amused themselves a few nights before hy represent- 
ing in costume the Court of Charles the First. Thej 
agreed this night to reappear in their splendid dresaes; 
and the Duke, who was Yilliers, supported his character, 
even to the gay shedding of a shower of diamonds. In 
his cap was observed an hereditary sapphire, which blazed 
like a volcano, and which was rumoured to be worth his 
rent-rolL 

There was a short concert, at which the most celebrated 
Signora made her d6but; thei*e was a single vaudeville^ 
which a white satin play-bill, presented to each guest as 
I they entered the temporary theatre, indicated to have been 
, written for the occasion ; there -was a ball, in which was in- 
troduced a new dance. Nothing for a moment was allowed 
' to lag. Longueurs were skilfully avoided, and the excitement 
} was so rapid that every one had an appetite for supper. 

A long gallery lined with bronzes and bijouterie j with 

; cabinets and sculpture, with china and with paintings, all 

! purcliased for the future ornament of Hauteville House, 

and here stowed away in unpretending, but most artificial, 

! confusion, ofiTored accommodation to all the guests. To a 

table covered ynth gold, and placed in a magnificent tent 

upon the stage, his Grace loyally led two princes of the 

blood and a child of France. Madame de Protocoli, Lady 

Aphrodite Grafbon, the Duchess of Shropshire, and Lady 

Fits-pompey, shared the honours of the pavilion, and some 
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might be excused for envying a party so brilliant and a 
situation so distmgnished. Yet Lady Aphrodite was an 
unwilling member of it; and nothing bat the personal 
solicitation of Sir Imcios would have induced her to consent 
to the wish of their host. 

A pink carte succeeded to the satin play-bill. Vitellius 
might have been pleased with the banquet. Ah, how shall 
we describe those soups, which surely must have been the 
magical elixir ! How paint those ortolans dressed by the 
inimitable artist, ^ la St. James, for the occasion, and which 
look so beautiful in death that they must sarely have pre- 
ferred such an euthanasia even to flying in the perfdmed 
air of an Ausonian heaven ! 

Sweet bird! though thou hast lost thy plumage, thou 
shalt fly to my mistress ! Is it not better to bo nibbled by 
her than mumbled by a cardinal ? I, too, will feed on thy 
delicate beauty. Sweet bird ! thy companion has fled to 
my mistress ; and now thou shalt thrill the nerves of her 
master ! Oh ! dofl*, then, thy waistcoat of wine-leaves, 
pretty rover ! and show me that bosom more deHcious 
even than woman's. What g^hes of rapture ! What a 
flavour ! How peculiar ! Even how sacred ! Heaven at 
once sends both manna and quails. Another little wan- 
derer ! Pray follow my example ! Allow me. All Para- 
dise opens ! Let me die eating ortolans to the sound of 
soft music ! 

Even the supper was brief, though brilliant ; and again 
the cotillon and the quadrille, the waltz and the galoppe ! 
At no moment of his life had the young Duke felt exist- 
ence so intense. Wherever he turned his eye he found a 
responding glance of beauty and admiration ; wherever he 
turned his ear the whispered tones were soft and sweet as 
summer winds. Each look was an ofiering, each word 
adoration ! His soul dilated ; the glory of the scene touched 
all his passions. He almost determined not again to mingle 
in society ; but, like a monarch, merely to receive the world 
which worshipped him. The idea was sublime: was it 
even to him impracticable? In the midst of his splen- 
dour he fell into a reverie, and mused on his magnificence. 
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He cotild no longer resist the conviction that he was a 
superior essence, even to all aronnd him. The world 
seemed created solely for his enjoyment. Nor man nor 
woman could withstand him. From this hour he delivered 
himself up to a sublime selfishness. With all his passions 
and all his profusion, a callousness crept over his heart. 
His sympathy for those he believed his inferiors and his 
vassals was slight. Where we do not respect we soon 
cease to love ; when we cease to love, virtue weeps and 
flies. His soul wandered in dreams of omnipotence. 

This picture perhaps excites your dislike ; perchance 
your contempt. Pause ! Pity him ! Pity his fisital youth ! 



CHAPTER XI. 



The Lady Aphrodite at first refused to sit in the Duke*s 
pavilion. Was she, then, in the hahti of reftising ? Let us 
not forget our Venus of the Waters. Shall we whisper 
where the young Duke first dared to hope ? No, you shall 
guess. Je votis le dorme en trois. The Gardens? The 
Opera ? The Tea-Room ? No ! no ! no ! You are con- 
ceiving a locality much more romantic. Already you have 
created the bower of a Parisina, where the waterfall is even 
more musical than the birds, more lulling than the evening 
winds; where all is pale, except the stars; all hushed, 
except their beating pulses ! Will this do ? No ! What 
think you, then, of a Bazaar ? 

O thou wonderful nineteenth century! thou that be- 
lievest in no miracles and doest so many, hast thou brought 
this, too, about, that ladies' hearts should be won, and 
gentlemen's also, not in courts of tourney or halls of revel, 
but over a counter and behind a stall ? We are, indeed, 
a nation of shopkeepers ! 

The king of Otaheite, though a despot, was a reformer* 
Ho discovered that the eating of bread-fruit was a barbarous 
custom, which would infallibly prevent his people from 
being a great nation. He determined to introduce French 
rolls. A party rebelled ; the despot was energetic ; some 
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were executed ; the rest ejected. The vagabonds arrived 
in England. As they had been banished in opposition to 
French rolls, they were declared to be a British interest. 
They professed their admiration of civil and religions 
liberty, and also of a subscription. When they had dnink 
a great deal of punch, and spent all their money, they 
discovered that they had nothing to eat, and would in- 
fallibly have been starved, had not an Hibernian Marchio- 
ness, who had never been in Ireland, been exceedingly 
shocked that men should die of hunger ; and so, being one 
of the bastlers, she got up a fancy sale and a Sandwich 
Isle Bazaab. 

All the world was there, and of course our hero. Never 
was the arrival of a comet watched by astronomers who 
had calculated its advent with more anxiety than was the 
appearance of the young Duke. Never did man pass 
through such dangers. It was the fiery ordeal. St. An- 
thony himself was not assailed by more temptations. Now 
he was saved from the lustre of a blonde face by the su- 
perior richness of a blonde lace. He would infallibly have 
been ravished by that ringlet had he not been nearly 
reduced by that ring which sparkled on a hand like the 
white cat's. He was only preserved from his unprecedented 
dangers by their number. No, no! He had a better 
talisman : his conceit. 

*■ Ah, Lady Balmont ! * said his Grace to a smiling artist, 
who offered him one of her own drawings of a Swiss 
cottage, * for me to be a tenant, it must be love and a 
cottage! ' 

• What ! am I to buy this ring, Mrs. Abercroft ? Toini 
de jour. Oh ! dreadful phrase ! Allow me to present it to 
you, for you are the only one whom such words cannot 
make tremble.' 

' This chain. Lady Jemima, for my glass ! It will teach 
me where to direct it.* 

•Ah! Mrs. Fitzroy!* and he covered his face with i 
affected fear. • Can you forgive me ? Your beautiful note 
has been half an hour unanswered. The box is yours for 
Tuesday.' 

d2 
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He tried to pass the next stall with a smiUng bow, bat 
he conld not escape. It was Lady de Conrcj, a dowager, 
but not old. Once beautiful, her charms had not yet 
disappeared. She had a pair of glittering eyes, a skilfully- 
carmined cheek, and locks yet raven. Her eloquence made 
her now as conspicuous as once did her beauty. The young 
Duke was her constant object and her occasional victim. 
He hated above all things a talking woman ; he dreaded 
above all others Lady de Courcy. 

He could not shirk. She summoned him by name so 
loud that crowds of barbarians stared, and a man called 
to a woman, and said, * My dear ! make haste ; here's a 
Duke ! ' 

Lady de Courcy was prime confidant of the Wsh 
Marcluoness. She affected enthusiasm about the poor 
sufferers. She had learnt Otaheitan, she lectured about 
the bread-fruit, and she played upon a barbarous thrum- 
thrum, the only musical instrument in those savage wastes, 
ironically called the Society Islands, because there is no 
society. She was dreadful. The Duke in despair took out 
his purse, poured forth from the pink and silver delicacy, 
worked by the slender fingers of Lady Aphrodite, a shower 
of sovereigns, and faii'ly scampered off. At length he 
reached the lady of his heart. 

' I fear,' said the young Duke with a smile, and in a soft, 
sweet voice, * that you will never speak to me again, for I 
am a ruined man.' 

A beam of gentle affection reprimanded him even for 
badinage on such a subject. 

* I really came here to buy up all your stock, but that 
gorgon, Lady de Courcy, captured me, and my ransom has 
sent me here free, but a beggar. I do not know a more 
ill-fated fellow than myself. Now, if you had only con- 
descended to take me prisoner, I might have saved my 
money ; for I should have kissed my chain.' 

*My chains, I fear, are neither very alluring nor very 
strong.' She spoke with a thoughtful air, and ho answered 
her only with his eye. 

* I must bear off something from your steJl,' he resumed 
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In a more rapid and gayer tone, ' and, as I cannot pnrchose 
jon must present. Now for a gifl ! ' 
'Choose!' 

• Yonrself.' 

* Your Grace is really spoiling my sale. See ! poor Lord 
Bagshot. Wliat a valuable purchaser ! ' 

*Ah! Bag, my boy!' said the Duke to a slang young 
nobleman whom he abhorred, but of whom he sometimes 
made a butt, ' am I in your way P Here ! take this, and 
this, and this, and give me your purse. I'll pay Lady 
Aphrodite.' And so the Duke again showered some so- 
vereigns, and returned the shrunken silk to its defrauded 
owner, who stared, and would have remonstrated, but the 
Duke turned his back upon him. 

' There now,' he continued to Lady Aphrodite; Hhere is 
two hundred per cent, profit for you. You are not half a 
marchcmde. I will stand here and be your shopman. 
Well, Annesley,' said he, as that dignitary passed, ' what 
will you buy? I advise you to get a place. 'Pon my 
soul, 'tis pleasant ! Try I^y de Courcy. You know you 
are a favourite.' 

'I assure your Grace,' said Mr. Annesley, speaking 
slowly, ' that that story about Lady de Courcy is quite 
untrue, and very rude. I never turn my back on any 
woman ; only my heel. We are on the best possible terms 
She is never to speak to me, and I am always to bow to 
her. But I really must purchase. Where did you get 
that glass-chain, St. James ? Lady Afy, can you accom* 
modate me P ' 

' Here is one prettier ! But are you near-sighted, too, 
Mr. Annesley ? ' 

' Very. I look upon a long-sighted man as a brute who, 
not being able to see with his mind, is obliged to see with 
his body. The price of this P ' 

' A sovereign,' said the Duke ; * cheap ; but we consider 
you as a friend.' 

' A sovereign ! You consider me a young Duke rather. 
Two shillings, and that a severe price ; a charitable price. 
Here is balf-a-crown ; give me sixpence. I was not a 
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minor. Fftrewell ! I go to the Utile Pomfret. She is a 
Bweet flower, and I intend to wear her in mj button-hole. 
Good-bye, Lady Afy ! * 

The gay morning had worn away, and St. James never 
lefb his fSascinating position. Many a sweet and many a 
soil thing he uttered. Sometimes he was baffled, but never 
beaten, and always returned to the charge with spirit. He 
was confident, because he was reckless : the lady had less 
trust in herself, because she was anxious. Yet she com- 
bated well, and repressed the feelings which she could 
hardly conceal. 

Many of her colleagues had already departed. She re- 
quested the Duke to look after her carriage. A bold plan 
suddenly occurred to him, and he executed it with rare 
courage and rarer felicity. 

* Lady Aphrodite Grafton's carriage ! ' 

* Here, your Grace ! ' 

' Oh ! go home. Your Lady will return with Madame 
de Protocoli.' 
He rejoined her. 

* I am sorry that, by some blunder, your carriage has 
gone. What could you have told them ? * 

* Impossible ! How provoking ! How stupid ! * 

* Perhaps you told them that you would return with the 
Fitz-pompeys, but they are gone ; or Mrs. Aberleigh, and 
she is not here; or perhaps; but they have gone too. 
Everyone has gone.' 

*What shall I do? How distressing! I had better 
send. Pray send ; or I will ask Lady de Courcy.' 

* Oh ! no, no ! I really did not like to see you with her. 
As a fftvour, as a favour to me, I pray you not.' 

* What can I do ? I must send. Let me beg your Grace 
to send.' 

' Certainly, certainly ; but, ten to one, there will be some 
mistake. There always is some mistake when you send 
these strangers. And, besides, I forgot all this time my 
carriage is here. Let it take you home.' 

*No,no!' 

'Dearest Lady Aphrodite, do not distress yourself. I 
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can wait liere till the caniago retoms, or I can walk ; to be 
sore, I can walk. Pray, pray take the carriage ! As a 
Bftyonr, as a favonr to me ! ' 

* But I cannot bear you to walk. I know you dislike 
walking.' 

* WeU, then, I will wait.' 

* Well, if it must be so ; but I am ashamed to incon- 
venience you. How provoking of these men ! Pray, then, 
toll the coachman to drive &st, that you may uot have to 
wait. I declare there is scarcely a human being in the 
room ; and those odd people are staring so ! * 

He pressed her arm as he led her to his carriage. She 
is in ; and yet, before the door shuts, he lingers. 

' I shall certainly walk,' said he. * I do not think the 
easterly wind will make me very ill. Gkx)d-bye! Oh, 
what a cowp'de^ent ! ' 

* Let me get out, then ; and pitty, pray take the carriage. 
I would much sooner do anything than go in it. I would 
much rather walk. I am sure you will be ill ! ' 

* Not if I be with you.' 



CHAPTER Xn. 



Thb&b was a brilliant levee, all stars and garters ; and a 
splendid drawing-room, all plumes and seduisantes. Many 
a bright eye, as its owner fought his way down St. James's 
Street, shot a wistfal glance at the enchanted bow- window 
where the Duke and his usual companions, Sir Lucius, 
Charles Annesley, and Lord Squib, lounged and laughed, 
stretched themselves and sneered: many a bright eye, 
that for a moment pierced the futurity that painted her 
going in state as Duchess of St. James. 

His Majesty summoned a dinner party, a rare but 
magnificent event, and the chief of the house of Haute- 
ville appeared among the chosen vassals. This visit did 
the young Duke good; and a few more might have 
permanently cured the conceit which the present one 
momentarily calmed. His Grace saw the plate, and was 
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filled with envy; his Grace liateued to bis Maj'estj, tmd 
Tos filled with admiration. 0, father of thy people! if 
thou wonldst bnt look a little oftener on thy yonnger sons, 
their morals and their manners might be alike improved. 

Kis Majesty, in the coarse of the evening, with bis nan&l 
good.nntorc, signalled ont for liia notice the yoangest, and 
not the least distinguished, of his guests. He complimented 
the young Duke on the accession to the ornnments of hie 
court, and said, with a smile, that he had henpd of con- 
quests in foreign ones. The Duke accounted for bis slight 
Buccesaes by reminding hii JIajosty that he had the honour 
of being his godson, and this be said in a slight and ea^ 
vray, not smart or qaick, or as a repartee to the royal 
observation ; for ' it is not decorous to bandy compliments 
with your Sovereign.' His Majesty asked some questions 
about an Emperor or an Archduchess, and bis Oraca 
answered to the purpose, bnt abort, and not too pointed. 
He listened rather than spoke, and smiled more assents 
than he uttered. The King was pleased with his young 
subject, and marked his approbation by conversing with 
that unrivalled affability which is gall to a Bonndhead 
and inspiration to a Cavalier. There was a 6011, mot, which 
blazed with all the soft brilliancy of sheet lightning. What 
a contrast to the forky flashes of a regular wit ! Then 
there was an anecdote of Sheridan ; the royal Sheridaniana 
KK not tbrice-told talea ; recounted with that curious feli- 
city which has loQg stamped the illustrious narrator as a 

consummate racontmcr. Then but the Duke knew when 

to withdraw j and he withdrew with renewed loyalty. 



CHAPTER Xm. 

OsE day, looking in at his jeweller's, to see some models 
of a shield and vases which were executing for him in 
gold, the young Duke mot Lady Aphrodite and the Fiti- 
pompeys. Lady Aphrodite was speaking to the jeweller 
about her diamonds, which were to be reset for her ftp- 
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proaching fUte. The Duke took the ladies upstairs to look 
at the models, and while they were intent npon them and 
other cnriosities, his absence for a moment was nnperceived. 
He ran downstairs and canght Mr. Garnet. 

* Mr. Garnet ! I think I saw Lady Aphrodite give you 
her diamonds ? ' 

* Yes, your Grace.' 

' Are they valuable ? ' in a careless tone. 

* Hum ! pretty stones ; very pretty stones, indeed. Few 
Baronets' ladies have a prettier set ; worth perhaps a 
lOOOZ.; say 1200Z. Lady Aphrodite Grafton is not the 
Duchess of St. James, you know,' said Mr. Garnet, as if he 
anticipated furnishing that future lady with a very different 
set of brilliants. 

* Mr. Gbmet, yon can do me the greatest favour.' 

' Your Grrace has only to command me at all times.' 

* Well then, in a word, for time presses, can you con. 
trive, without particularly altering; that is, without altering 
ihe general appearance of these diamonds ; can you con- 
trive to change the stones, and substitute the most va- 
luable that you have ; consistent, as I must impress upon 
you, with maintaining their general appearance as at 
present?' 

' The most valuable stones,' musingly repeated Mr. Gtir- 
net ; ' general appearance as at present ? Your Grace 
is aware that we may run up some thousands even in 
this set?' 

* I give you no limit.' 

* But the time,' rejoined Mr. Gkmet. * They must be 
ready for her Ladyship's party. We shall be hard pressed. 
I am afiraid of the time.' 

* Cannot the men work all night ? Pay them anything.' 

* It shall be done, your Grace. Your Grrace may com- 
mand me in anything.' 

* This is a secret between us, Gbmet. Your partners ' 

* Shall know nothing. And as for myself, I am as close 
as an emerald in a seal-ring.' 



\ 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



HusBEiN Pacha, ' the ^vourite,* not only uf the Marqness 
of Mash, but of TattersalFs, unaccountably sickened and 
died. His noble master, full of chagrin, took to his bed, 
and followed his steed's example. The death of the Mar- 
quess caused a vacancy in the stewardship of the ap- 
proaching Doncaster. Sir Lucius Grafton was the other 
steward, and he proposed to the Duke of St. James, as he 
was a YorJrahireman, to become his colleague. His Grace, 
who wished to pay a compliment to his county, closed 
with the proposition. Sir Lucius was a first-rate jockey ; 
his colleague was quite ignorant of the noble science in all 
its details ; but that was of slight importance. The Baronet 
was to be the working partner, and do the business ; the 
Duke the show member of the concern, and do the mag- 
nificence ; as one banker, you may observe, lives always in 
Portland Place, reads the Court Journal all the morning, 
and has an opera>box, while his partner lodges in Lom- 
bard Street, thumbs a Price-Current, and only has a box 
at Clapham. 

The young Duke, however, was ambitious of making a 
good book ; and, with all the calm impetuosity which cha- 
racterises a youthful Hauteville, determined to have a 
crack stud at once. So at Ascot, where he spent a few 
pleasant hours, dined at the Cottage, was caught in a 
shower, in return caught a cold, a slight influenza for a 
week, and all the world full of inquiries and anxiety ; at 
Ascot, I say, he bought up all the winning horses at an 
average of three thousand guioeas for each pair of ears. 
Sir Lucius stared, remonstrated, and, as his remonstrances 
were in vain, assisted him. 

As people on the point of death often make a desperate 
rally, so this, the most brilliant of seasons, was even more 
lively as it nearer approached its end. The d6jeiiner and 
the villa fSte, the water party and the rambling ride, 
followed each other with the bright rapidity of the final 
scenes in a pantomime. Each dama seemed only inspired 
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witii the ambition of giving the last ball ; and so uiunerons 
were the parties that the town really sometimes seemed 
illuminated. To breakfast at Twickenham, and to dine in 
Belgrave Square ; to hear, or rather to honour, half an act 
of an opera ; to campaign through half a dozen private balls, 
and to finish with a romp at the rooms, as after our wine 
we take a glass of liqueur; all this surely required the 
courage of an Alexander and the strength of a Hercules, 
and, indeed, cannot be achieved without the miraculous 
powers of a Joshua. So thought the young Duke, as 
with an excited mind and a whirling head he threw him- 
self at half-past six o'clock on a couch which brought him 
no sleep. 

Yet he recovered, and with the aid of the bath, the soda, 
and the coffee, and all the thousand remedies which a skil- 
ful valet has ever at hand, at three o'clock on the same day 
he rose and dressed, and in an hour was again at the 
illustriouB bow- window, sneering with Charles Annesley, or 
laughing downright with Lord Squib. 

The Duke of St. James gave a water party, and the 
astounded Thames swelled with pride as his broad breast 
bore on the ducal barges. St. Maurice, who was in the 
Gruards, secured his band ; and Lord Squib, who, though 
it was July, brought a furred great coat, secured himself. 
Lady Afy looked like Amphitrite, and Lady Caroline looked 
in love. They wandered in gardens like Calypso's ; they 
rambled over a villa which reminded them of Baise ; tbey 
partook of a banquet which should have been described by 
Ariosto. All were delighted ; they delivered themselves to 
the charms of an unrestrained gaiety. Even Charles An- 
nesley laughed and romped. 

This is the only mode in which public eating is essen- 
tially agreeable. A banqueting-hall is often the scene of 
exquisite pleasure ; but that is not so much excited by the 
gratification of a delicate palate as by the magnificent 
effect of light and shade ; by the beautiful women, the 
radiant jewels, the graceful costume, the rainbow glass, 
the glowing wines, the glorious plate. For the rest, all 
is too hot^ too crowded, and too noisy, to catch a flavour ; 
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to analyse a combination, to dwell npon a gust. To eat, 
really to eat, one must eat alone, with a soft light, with 
simple fnmitnre, an easy dress, and a single diah, at a 
time. Honrs of bliss ! Hours of virtue ! for what is more 
virtuous than to be conscious of the blessings of a bountiful 
Nature ? A good eater must be a good man ; for a good 
eater must have a good digestion, and a good digestion 
depends upon a good conscience. 

But to our tale. If we be dull, skip: time will fly, 
and beauty will fade, and wit grow dull, and even the 
season, although it seems, for the nonce, like the existence 
of Olympus, will nevertheless steal away. It is the hour 
when trade grows dull and tradesmen grow duller; it 
is the hour that Howell loveth not and Stultz cannot 
abide ; though the first may be consoled by the ghosts of 
his departed millions of mouchoira, and the second by 
the vision of coming millions of shooting-jackets. Oh, why 
that sigh, my gloomy Mr. Ghinter ! Oh, why that firown, 
my gentle Mrs. Gh*ange ! 

One by one the great houses shut; shoal by shoal 
the little people sail away. Yet beauty lingers still. Still 
the magnet of a straggling ball attracts the remaining 
brilliants ; still a lagging dinner, like a sumpter-mule on 
a march, is a mark for plunder. The Park, too, is not yet 
empty, and perhaps is even more feiscinating ; like a beauty 
in a consumption, who each day gets thinner and more fair. 
The young Duke remained to the last ; for we linger about 
our first season, as we do about our first mistress, rather 
wearied, yet Ml of delightful reminisoencee. 
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CHAPTER I. 

Lady Aphbodite and the Duke of St. James were for the 
first time parted ; and with an absolute belief on the lady's 
side, and an avowed conviction on the gentleman's, that it 
was impossible to live asnnder, thej separated, her Ladyship 
shedding some temporary tears, and his Grace vowing 
eternal fidelity. 

It was the crafty Lord Fitz-pompey who brought about 
this catastrophe. Having secured his nephew as a visitor 
to Malthorpe, by allowing him to believe that the Giuftons 
would form part of the summer coterie, his Lordship took 
especial care that poor Lady Aphrodite should not be 
invited. 'Once part them, once get him to Malthorpe 
alone,' mused the experienced Peer, * and he will be eman- 
cipated. I am doing him, too, the greatest kindness. 
What would I have given, when a young man, to have had 
such an uncle ! ' 

The 'Morning Post' announced with a sigh the departure 
of the Duke of St. James tx) the splendid festivities of 
Malthorpe ; and also apprised the world that Sir Lucius 
and Lady Aphrodite were entertaining a numerous and 
distinguished party at their scat, Cleve Park, Cambridge- 
shire. 

There was a constant bustle kept up at Malthorpe, and 
the young Duke was hourly permitted to observe that, 
independent of all private feeling, it was impossible for 
the most distinguished nobleman to ally himself with a 
more considered family. There was a continual swell of 
guests dashing down and dashing away, like the ocean \ 
brilliant as its foam, numerous as its waves. But there 
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was one permanent inhabitant of this princely mansion &r 
more interesting to our hero than the evanescent crowds 
who rose like bnhbles, glittered, broke, and disappeared. 

Once more wandering in that park of Malthorpe where 
had passed tlie innocent days of his boyhood, his thoughts 
naturally recurred to the sweet companion who had made 
even those hours of happiness more felicitous. Hero 
they had rambled, here they had first tried their ponies, 
there they had nearly fallen, there he had quite saved 
her ; here wore the two very elms whore St. Maurice made 
for them a swing, here was the very keeper*8 cottage of 
which she had made for him a drawing, and which he stiU 
retained. Dear girl ! And had she disappointed the ro- 
mance of his boyhood ; had the experience the want of which 
had allowed him then to be pleased so easily, had it taught 
him to be ashamed of those days of afifection ? Was she 
not now the most gentle, the most grace^l^ the most beau- 
tiful, the most kind? Was she not the most wife-like 
woman whose eyes had ever beamed with tenderness? 
Why, why not at once close a career which, though short, 
yet already could yield reminiscences which might satisfy 
the most craving admirer of excitement ? But there was 
Lady Aphrodite ; yet that must end. Alas ! on his part, 
it had commenced in levity ; he feared, on hers, it must 
terminate in anguish. Yet, though he loved his cousin ; 
though he could not recall to his memory the woman who 
was more worthy of being his wife, he could not also 
conceal from himself that the feelings which impelled him 
were hardly so romantic as he thought should have inspired 
a youth of one-and-twenty when he mused on the woman 
he loved best. But he knew life, and he felt convinced 
that a mistress and a wife must always be dififerent cha- 
racters. A combination of passion with present respect 
and permanent affection he supposed to be the delusion of 
romance writers. He thought he must marry Caroline, 
partly because he must marry sooner or later; partly 
because he had never met a woman whom he had loved 
so much, and partly because he felt he should he mi- 
serable if her destiny in life were not, in some way op 
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other, connected with his own. * Ah ! if she had but been 
jnj sister ! ' 

After a little more cogitation, the jonng Dake felt much 
inclined to make his cousin a Duchess ; but time did not 
press. After Doncaster he must spend a few weeks at 
Cleye, and then he determined to come to an explanation 
with Lady Aphrodite. In the meantime, Lord Fitz-pompej 
secretly congratulated himself on his skilful policy, as 
he perceived his nephew daily more engrossed with his 
daughter. Lady Caroline, like all unafifected and accom- 
plished women, was seen to great effect in the country. 
There, while they feed their birds, tend their flowers, and 
tune their harp, and perform those more sacred, but not 
less pleasing, duties which become the daughter of a great 
proprietor, they favourably contrast with those more 
modish damsels who, the moment they are freed from the 
Park and from Willis's, begin fighting for silver arrows 
and patronising county balls. 

September came, and brought some relief to those who 
were suffering in the inferno of provincial ennui ; but this 
is only the purgatory to the Paradise of Battues. Yet 
September has its days of slaughter ; and the young Duke 
gained some laurels, with the aid of friend Egg, friend 
Purdy, and Manton. And the Premier galloped down 
sixty miles in one morning. He sacked his cover, made a 
light bet with St. James on the favourite, lunched stand- 
ing, and was off before night; for he had only three 
days' holiday, and had to visit Lord Protest, Lord Con- 
tent, and Lord Proxy. So, having knocked off four of 
his crack peers, he galloped back to London to flog up his 
secretaries. 

And the young Duke was off too. He had promised to 
spend a week with Charles Annesley and Lord Squib, who 
had taken some Norfolk Baronet's seat for the autumn, and 
while he was at Spa were thinning his preserves. It wcifi a 
week ! What fantastic dissipation ! One day, the brains 
of three hundred hares made a j)(i^e for Charles Annesley. 
Oh, HeHogabalus ! you gained eternal fame for what is now 
* done in a comer ! ' 
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CHAPTER IL 

The CsmiTml of the NotiH ai fecgth mrnred. AH dvi- 
lifled ejes were on the most disdngnished p^rtj of the 
most distiiigiiished stewizd, who with his horse SAnspareil 
seemed to share uiuTenal fiiTocir. The French Princes 
mod the Doke of Boriington ; the ProtocoHs, mod the I^tz- 
pompejs, and the Bloomerirs; the Duke and Dachess of 
Shropshire, and the three Ladies Wrekin, who might have 
passed for the Graces ; Lord and Ladj Vatican on a visifc 
from Rome, his Lordship taking hints for a heat in the 
Corso, and her Ladyship, a classical heantj with a huoe 
Hke a cameo ; St. Maorice, and Anneslej, and Sqnih, com- 
posed the pmrtj. The Premier was expected, and there 
was mnrmnr of an Archdnke. Seven honses had heen 
prepared, a partj-waU knocked down to make a dining, 
room, the plate sent down finom London, and venison and 
wine from Haateville. 

The assemblage exceeded in quantitr and quality all 
preceding years, and the Haateville arms, the HanteviDe 
liveries, and the HanteviUe oatriders, beat all hollow in 
blazonry, and brilliancy, and number. The Xorth conn- 
tryraen were proud of their young Duke and his carriages 
and six, and longed for the Castle to be finished. Nothing 
could exceed the propriety of the arrangements, for Sir 
Lucius was an unrivalled hand, and, though a Newmarket 
man, gained universal approbation even in Yorkshire. 
Lady Aphrodite was aU smiles and new liveries, and the 
Duke of St. James reined in his charger right often at 
her splendid equipage. 

The day's sport was over, and the evening's sport begun, 
to a quiet man, who has no bet more heavy than a dozen 
pair of gloves, perhaps not the least amusing. Now came 
the numerous dinner-parties, none to be eompared to that 
of the Duke of St. James. Lady Aphrodite was alone 
wanting, but she had to head the menage of Sir Lucius. 
Every one has an appetite after a race: the Duke of 
Shropshire attacked the venison like Samson the Pld- 
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listines; and the French Princes, for once in their life, 
drank real champagne. 

Yet all faces were not so serene as those of the party of 
Hant^ville. Many a one felt that strange mixture of fear 
and exultation wliich precedes a battle. To-morrow was 
the dreaded St. Leger. 

'Tis night, and the banquet is over, and all are hastening 
to thebalL 

in spite of the brilliant crowd, the entrance of the 
Hauteyille party made a sensation. It was the crowning 
ornament to the scene, the stamp of the sovereign, the 
lamp of the Pharos, the flag of the tower. The party 
dispersed, and the Duke, after joining a quadrille with 
Lady Caroline, wandered away to make himself generally 
popular. 

As he was moving along, he turned his head ; he 
started. 

' Ah ! ' exclaimed his Grace. 

The cause of this sudden and ungovernable exclamation 
can be no other than a woman. You are right. The lady 
who had excited it was advancing in a quadrille, some ten 
yards from her admirer. She was very young ; that is to 
say, she had, perhaps, added a year or two to sweet seven, 
teen, an addition which, while it does not deprive the sex of 
the early grace of girlhood, adorns them with that indeflnable 
dignity which is necessary to constitute a perfect woman. 
She was not tall, but as she moved forward displayed a 
figure so exquisitely symmetrical that for a moment the 
Duke forgot to look at hor face, and then her head was 
tamed away; yet he was consoled a moment for his 
disappointment by watching the movements of a neck so 
white, and round, and long, and delicate, that it would 
have become Psyche, and might have inspired Praxiteles. 
Her face is again turning towards him. It stops too soon ; 
vet his eye feeds upon the outline of a cheek not too fiill, 
yet promising of beauty, like hope of Paradise. 

She turns her head, she throws around a glance, and 
two streams of liquid light pour from her hazel eyes on 
his. It was a rapid, graceful movement, unstudied as tha 
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iQoiion of a fawn, and was in a momeot withdraim, jet 
was it long enoHgh to stamp upon hia memory a memorable 
coantenance. Her face was quite oval, her noae delicalelf 
aquiline, and her high pure forehead like a Parian dome. 
The clear blood conrsed under her transparent cheek, and 
increased the brilHancj of faer dazzling ejes. His never 
left her. There waa an expression of decision about her 
email month, an air of almoBt mockery in her cnrling lip, 
whiuh, though in themselvee wildly fascinating, strangely 
contrasted with all the beaming light and beneficent lustre 
of the upper part of her coantenance. Thei-e waa some- 
thing, too, in the ffraceful bnt rather decided air with 
whioh she moved, that seemed to betoken her self-consciona- 
ness of faer beauty or her rank ; perhaps it might be her 
wit ; for the Duke observed that while she scarcely smiled, 
and conversed with lips hardly parted, her companion, 
with whom she was evidently intimate, waa almost oon- 
stuntty convnlsed with langhtfir, although, as he never 
spoke, it was clearly not at his own jokes. 

Waa she married ? Could it b« P Impossible ! Tet 
there was a richness in her costnme which was not mnial 
for unmarried women. A diamond arrow bad pierced her 
clnstering aud anlmm locks ; she wore, indeed, no necklace ; 
with suoh a JMn:k it would have been sacrilege j no ear- 
rings, for her ears were too small for such a burthen ; yet 
her girdle was of brillianta ; and a diamond cross worthy 
of Belinda and her immortal bard hung npon her breaat. 

The Duke seized hold of the first person he knew : ib 
was Lord Bagsbot. 

' Tell me,' he said, in the stem, low voice of a despot i 
' tell mo who that creature is.' 

' Which creature ? ' asked Lord Bagahot. 

' Booby ! brute ! Bag, that crcatare of light and low 

•Whore?' 

' There ! ■ 

' What, my mother P' 

' Tour mother ! cub ! cart-horse ! answer me, 
run yon through.' 

' Who do yon mean ? ' 
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* There, there, dancing with that raw-boned youth with 
red hair.' 

* What, Lord St. Jerome ! Lor ! he is a Catholic. I 
never speak to them. Mj governor would be so savage.' 

•But the girl?' 

* Oh ! the girl ! Lor ! she is a Catholic, too.' 
*But who is she?' 

* Lor ! don't you know ? ' 
' Speak, hound ; speak ! ' 

'Lor! that is the beauty of the county; but then she 
is a Catholic. How shocldng ! Blow us all up as soon as 
look at us.' 

' If you do not tell me who she is directly, you shall 
never get into White's. I will black-ball you regularly.' 

' Lor ! man, don't be in a passion. I will tell. But then 
I know you know all the time. You are joking. Every- 
body knows the beauty of the county ; everybody knows 
May Dacre.' 

* May Dacre ! ' said the Duke of St. James, as if he were 
shot. 

*Why, what is the matter now?' asked Lord Bag- 
shot. 

* What, the daughter of Dacre of Castle Dacre ? ' pursued 
his Ghrace. 

* The very same ; the beauty of the county. Everybody 
knows May Dacre. I knew you knew her all the time. 
You did not take me in. Why, what is the matter ? ' 

* Nothing ; get away ! ' 

* Civil ! But you will remember your promise about 
White's?' 

' Ay ! ay ! I shall remember you when you are pro- 
posed.' 

* Here, here is a business ! ' soliloquized the young 

Duke. * May Dacre ! What a fool I have been ! Shall 

I shoot myself through the head, or embrace her on the 

spot ? Lord St. Jerome, too ! He seems mightily pleased. 

And my family have been voting for two centuries to 

emancipate this fellow ! Curse his grinning face ! I am 

decidedly anti-Catholic. But then she is a Catholic! I 

b2 



52 THE YOUSG DUKE. 

wiU tarn Papist. Ah ! there is Lacy, I want a oonn- 
sellor.* 

He tamed to his fellow-steward. 'Oh, Lacy! sach & 
woman ! sach an incident ! * 

* What ! the inimitable Miss Dacre, I sappose. Every, 
bodj speaking of her ; wherever I go, one sabject of con. 
versation. Barlington wanting to waltz with her, Charles 
Anneslej being introdaced, and Lady Bloomerlj decidedly 
of opinion that she is the finest creatnre in the coontj. 
Well, have yon danced with her ? * 

* Danced, my dear fellow ! Do not speak to me.' 
' What is the matter ? ' 

* The most diabolical matter that yoa ever heard of.' 

* WeU, weU ? ' 

* I have not even been introdnced.' 

* Well ! come on at once.* 

* I cannot.' 

* Are yon mad ? ' 

* Worse than mad. Where is her father ? ' 

* Who cares ? ' 

' I do. In a word, my dear Lacy, her father is that 
goardian whom I have perhaps mentioned to yoa, and to 
whom I have behaved so delicately.' 

* Why ! I thonght your goardian was an old cormad- 
geon.' 

* What does that signify, with sach a danghter ! ' 

* Oh ! here is some mistake. This is the only child of 
Dacre of Castle Dacre, a most delightfal fellow ; one of the 
first fellows in the coonty ; I was introdnced to him to-day 
on the coarse. I thoaght yoa knew them. Yoa were 
admiring his oatriders to-day, the green and silver.' 

* Why, Bag told me they were old Lord Sanderland's.' 

* Bag ! How can yoa believe a word that booby says ? 
He always has an answer. To-day, when Afy drove in, I 
asked Bag who she was, and ho said it was his annt, Lady 
do Conrcy. I begged to be introdaced, and took over the 
blashing Bag and presented him.' 

* But the father ; the father, Lacy ! How shall I get 
out of thic scrape ? 
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' Oh ! pnt on a bold face. Here ! give him this ring, 
and Bwear yon procured it for him at G^noa, and then say 
that, now you are here, yon will try his pheasants.' 

*My dear fellow, yon always joke. I am in agony. 
Seriously, what shall I do ? * 

* Why, seriously, be introduced to him, and do what yon 
can.' 

*Whichishe?' 

* At the extreme end, next to the very pretty woman, 
who, by-the-bye, I recommend to your notice : Mrs. Dal- 
llngton Vere. She is amusing. I know her well. She is 
some sort of relation to your Dacres. I will present you 
to both at once.' 

' Why ! I will think of iV 

* Well, then ! I must away. The two stewards knocking 
their heads together is rather out of character. Do you 
know it is raining hard ? I am cursedly nervous about 
to-morrow.' 

' Pooh ! pooh ! K I could get through to-night, I should 
not care for to-morrow.' 



CHAPTER m. 



As Sm Lucius hurried off his colleague advanced towards 
the upper end of the room, and, taking up a position, made 
his observations, through the shooting figures of the dancers, 
on the dreaded Mr. Dacre. 

The late guardian of the Duke of St. James was in the 
perfection of manhood ; perhaps five-and-forty by age ; but 
his youth had lingered long. He was tall, thin, and ele- 
gant, with a mild and benevolent expression of counte- 
nance, not unmixed, however, with a little reserve, the 
ghost of youthly pride. Listening with polished and 
courtly bearing to the pretty Mrs. Dallington Vere. assent- 
ing occasionally to her piquant observations by a slight 
bow, or expressing his dissent by a still slighter smile, 
seldom himself speaking, yet always with that unem- 
barrassed manner which makes a saying listened to, Mr. 
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Dacra was altogether, in appearance, one of the most 
diatiDgaished personages in this diatjngaisbed assembly. 
The yonng Doke fell into an attitnde worthy of Hamlat : 
' This, then, is old Dacre ! deceitful Fits-pompey ! O 
iilly St. James ! Could I ever forget that tal), mild num, 
who now ia perfectly fresh in my memory ? Ah ! that 
memory of mine ; it baa been greatly developed to-night. 
Would that I bad caUivated that faculty with a little moro 
zeal 1 But wluit am I to do ? The cace is urgent. What 
must the Dacres think of me ? What must May Dacra 
think ? On the course the whole day, and I the eteward, 
and not conscious of the presence of the first family in the 
Biding I Fool, fool ! Why, why did I accept an office 
for which I was totally unfitted ? Why, why muat I flii-t 
away a whole morning with that silly Sophy Wrekin ? 
An ^roeable predicament, truly, this ! What would I 
give now once more to be in St, James's Street 1 Confound 
my Yorkshire estates ! How they most dislike, bow they 
must despiBC me ! And now, truly, I am to be introdiUMd 
to him ! The Duke of St. James, Mr. Dacre 1 Mr. Dacre, 
the Duke of St. James ! What an insult to all parties ! 
How supremely ludicrous ! What a mode of offering my 
gratitude to the man to whom I am under solemn and in- 
oonceivable obligations ! A choice way, truly, to Balnt« 
the bosom-friend of my sire, the guardian of my intereata, 
the creator of my property, the fosterer of my orphan 
infancy ! It is useless to oonceal it ; I am placed ia the 
most disagreeable, the moat inextricable situation. 

' Inextricable ! Am I, then, the Duke of St. James p 
Am I that being n-ho, two hours ago, thought that the 
world was formed alone for my enjoyment, and I quiver 
and shrink here like a common hind P Out, out on such 
craven cowai'dice ! I am no HauteviUo ! I am bastard I 
Never! I will not be cmahed, I will straggle with this 
emergency j I will conquer it. Now aid me, ye heroes of 
my hense ! On the sands of Palestine, on the plwns of 
France, ye were not in a more difficult situation than is 
your descendant in a ball-room in his own county. My 
mind elevates itself to the occasion, my counige expands 
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Ifitli tha enterprise; I will right myself with these Dacrea 
Vith boDoar, aud without humiliatiou.* 

The dancing ceased, the dancers disappeared. TLero 

^^TBs & blank between the Duke of St. Jtunes oq one side of 

D broad room, and Mr. Docre and those with whom he 

■WKB conversing on the other. Many eyes were on lua 

■'Grace, tuid he seized Ibe opportanitj to execute his purpose. 

He advanced Etcrosa the chamber with the air of a young 

nonarcb greeting a victorioos general. It seemed that, 

" T a momeat, hie Majesty wished to destroy all difference 

f ranlc between, himself and the man that he honoured. 

P fio studied and so inexpressibly graceful were his move- 

8 that the gaze of all around involuntarily fixed npoa 

him Mrs. Daitington Vere oiiconsciously refrained from 

Epealdng as he approached ; and one or two, withont ac- 

I teolly knowing Ms purpose, made way. They seemed 

L«wed by his dignity, and eholQed behind Mr. Dacre, as if 

e only person who was the Duke's match. 

'Mr, Dfl«re," said his Grace, in the soitest but still 

■audible tones, and he extended, at the same time, his hand; 

' Mr. Dacre, our first meeting should have been neither 

lliere nor thus; but yon, who have eioueed so much, will 

l.pardon also tliia ! ' 

Mr. Dacre, though a calm personage, was surprised by 
I sadden address. He could not doubt who was the 
en He bad left bis ward a mere child. He saw 
1 him the exact and breathing image of the heafb- 
md of bis ancient days. He forgot all but the memory 
r a cherished friendship. Ha was greatly afiected ; he 
I the odered hand ; he advanced i he moved aside. 
a yonng Dnke followed up his advantage, and, with an 
air of the greatest affection, placed Mr. Dacro's arm in his 
own, and then bore off his prize in triumph. 

Right skilfully did our hero avail himself of his advan- 
Hb spoke, and he spoke with emotion. There is 
K>mething inexpressibly captivating in the contrition of a 
routhfol and a generous mind. Mr. Dacre and his lat« 
JKard soon understood each other ; for it was one of those 
8 which sentiment makes sweet. 
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' And now,' said his Grace, ' I have oiio more favour to 
uk, Hjid that ia tlie greatest : I wish to be reoalled to the 
recollection of my oldest friend.' 

Mr. Dacre led the Duke to his daughter ; and the Earl 
of St. Jerome, who was still lauj^litug at her side, rose- 

' The Dute of St. James, May, wishoa to renew hia 
actjuoiiitance with you.' 

She bowed in silence. Lord St. Jerome, who was the 
great oracle of the Yorkshire School, and who had betted 
desperately against the favonritti, took Mr. Dacre aside to 
consult him about the rain, and the Duke of St. James 
dropped into hia chair. That tongae, however, which had 
never failed him, for once waa wanting. There was a 
momentary ailenoe, which the lady would not break ; and 
at last her companion broke it, and not feiicitonsly. 

' I think there is nothing more delightful than meeting 
with old friends.' 

'Tea! that is the nanal sentiment; but I half anspect 
that it is a commonplace, invented to cover oar embatrass- 
nent nnder such cironmetances ; for, aSter all, " an old 
friend" so aituatfid ia a person whom we have not seen for 
many yeajs, and most probahly not cared to see.' 

' Ton are indeed severe.' 

' Oh I no. I think there is nothing more painliil than 
parting with old irieiide ; but when we have parted with 
them, I am half afraid they are lost.' 

' Abaence, then, with yoa is fatal ? ' 

' Really, I never did part with any one I greatly loved j 
bat I suppose it ia with me as with most persons.' 

' Yet yon have resided abroad, and for many years ?' 

' Yes ; but I was too young then to have many friends ; 
and, in fact, I accompanied perhaps all that I posseaaed.' 

' How I regret that it was not in my power to accept 
your kind invitation to Dacre in the Spring ! ' 

' Oh ! My father would have been very glad to see you; 
nt we really are dull kind of people, not at all in your 
way, and I really do not think that you lost much amnae- 

' WLat better amusement, what more interesting occu- 
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^ pation, oonld I have had than to visit the place where I 
passed znj earliest and my happiest hours? 'Tis nearly 
fifteen years since I was at Dacre.' 

* Except when you visited us at Easter. We regretted 
; our loss.' 

'Ah! yes! except that,' exclaimed the Duke, remem- 
bering his jager's call ; ' but that goes for nothing. I of 
course saw very little.' 

' Yet, I assure you, you made a g^reat impression. So 
efminent a personage, of course, observes less than he 
himself is observed. We had a graphical description of 
you on our return, and a very accurate one, too ; for I 
recognised your Chrace to-night merely from the report of 
your visit.' 

The Duke shot a shrewd glance at his companion's face, 
but it betrayed no indication of badinage, and so, rather 
puzzled, he thought it best to put up with the parallel 
between himself and his servant. But Miss Dacre did not 
quit this agreeable subject with all that promptitude which 
. he fondly anticipated. 

*Poor Lord St. Jerome,' said she, *who is really the 
most unaffected person I know, has been complaining most 
bitterly of his deficiency in the air noble. He is mistaken 
for a groom perpetually ; and once, he says, had a douceur 
presented to him in his character of an ostler. Your Grace 
must be proud of your advantage over him. You would 
have been gratified by the universal panegyric of our 
household. They, of course, you know, are proud of their 
young Duke, a real Yorkshire Duke, and they love to dwell 
upon your truly imposing appearance. As for myself, who 
am true Yorkshire also, I i^ke the most honest pride in 
hearing them describe your elegant attitude, leaning back 
in your britzska, with your feet on the opposite cushions, 
your hat arranged aside with that air of undefinable grace 
diaracteristic of the Grand Seigneur, and, which is the 
last remnant of the feudal system, your reiterated orders to 
drive over an old woman. You did not even condescend to 
speak English, which made them quite enthusiastio.' 

' Oh, Miss Daore, spare me !' 
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'Spare yoo! I have heard of your Grace's modesty; 
bub this ezoeaure sensibility, under wetl-eamed praiae, 
surpriaea me ! ' 

' But, MiM Docre, yon cannot indeed really believe that 
this vulgar ruffian, this grim scarecrow, this Guy Faux, 
was, was, myself.' 

'Not yourself! Really, I am a simple personage. I 
believe in my eyes and trust to my ears. I ua at a loss 
for your meaning.' 

■ I mean, then,' said the Bulce, who had gained tima to 
rally, 'that this monater was some impostor, who mnai 
have stolen my carriage, pioked my pocket, and robbed me 
of my card, which, nest to his reputation, is a man's most 
delicate posseBsion.' 

* Then you never caUed upon us ? ' 

* I blush to confess it, never; bat I will call, in future, 
every day.' 

' Your infrennonaness really rivals your modesty.' 

* Now, after these confessions and compliments, m^ X 
Boggest a waltz ? ' '^^ 

' No one is waltzing now.' 

' When the quadrille, then, ia finished ? ' 

' Then I am engaged.' 

' After your engagement F ' 

'That is indeed making a business of pleasure. I ha-re 
jnst refused a similar request of yonr fellow-steward. We 
damsels shall soon be obhged to carry a book to enrol oar 
engagements as well as our beta, if this syatem of rever- 
sionary dancing be auy longer encouraged.' 

'But yoo. must dance with me!' said the Duke, im- 
ploringly. 

' Oh I yon will stumble upon me in the course of the 
evening, and I shall probably be more fortunate. I suppose 
yon feel nervous about to-morrow ? ' 

' Not at all.' 

' Ah 1 I forgot. Tour Grace's horse is the favourite. 
Favourites always win.' 

' Have I a horse ? ' 

' Why, Lord St. Jerome says he doabts whether it he one.' 
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*Lord St. Jerome seems a vastly amusing personage; 
and, as he is so often taken for an ostler, I have no donbt is 
an exceedingly good judge of horseflesh.' 

Miss Dacre smiled. It was that wild, but rather wicked, 
gleam which sometimes accompanies the indulgence of 
ionocent malice. It seemed to insinuate, * I know you are 
piqued, and I enjoy it.' But here her hand was claimed 
for the waltz. 

The young Duke remained musiug. 

* There she swims away ! By heavens ! unrivalled ! 
And there is Lady Afy and Burlington ; grand, too. Yet 
there is something in this little Dacre wliich touches my 
fancy more. What is it E I think it is her impudence. 
That confounded scrape of Carlstein ! I will cashier him 
to-morrow. Confound his airs ! I think I got out of it 
pretty well. To-night, on the whole, has been a night of 
triumph ; but if I do not waltz with the little Dacre I will 
only vote myself an ovation. But see, here comes Sir 
Lucius. Well ! how fares my brother consul ? ' 

' I do not like this rain. I have been hed^ng with 
Hounslow, having previously set Bag at his worthy sire 
with a little information. We shall have a perfect swamp, 
and then it will be strength against speed ; the old story. 
Danm the St. Leger. I am sick of it.' 

* Pooh ! pooh ! think of the little Dacre ! ' 

* Think of her, my dear fellow ! I think of her too much. 
I should absolutely have diddled Hounslow, if it had not 
been for her confounded pretty face flitting about my stupid 
brain. I saw you speaking to Guardy. You managed that 
business welL' 

* Why, as I do all things, I flatter myself, Lucy. Do 
you know Lord St. Jerome ? ' 

' Verbally. We have exchanged monosyllables ; but he 
is of the other sot.' 

* He is cursedly familiar with the little Dacre. As the 
fiiend of her father, I think I shall interfere. Is there 
anything in it, think you ? ' 

' Oh ! no ; she is engaged to another.' 

' Engaged ! ' said the Duke, absolutely turning pale. 
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* Do joa remember a There at Eton ? * 

* A l>tcre at Eton ! ' mnsed the Duke. At another time 
it would not have been in his power to hare recalled the 
stranger to his memoir; bat this erening the train of 
association had been hud, and after straggling a moment 
with his mind he had the man. *To be sore I do: 
Arandel Dacre^ an odd sort of a fellow ; bat he was my 
senior.' 

* WeU, that is the man ; a nephew of Gaardy, and coosin, 
of coarse, to La Belliasima. He inherits, jon know, all the 
property. She will not hare a son ; bat old Dacre, as jou 
call him, has managed pretty well, and Monsieor Arandel 
is to compensate for the entaU by presenting him with a 
grandson.' 

'Thedeace!' 

'The deace, indeed! Often have I broken his head. 
Wonld that I had to a little more porpose ! ' 

* Let as do it now ! ' 

' He is not here, otherwise One dislikes a spooney to 

be snccessfoL' 

* Where are oar firiends ? ' 

* Annesley with the Dachess, and Sqoib with the Dnke 
at 6cart^.' 

' Saocess attend them both ! ' 

* Amen ! ' 



CHAPTER IV. 



To FEEL that the possessions of an illostrioos ancestry are 
aboat to slide firom out yoor line for ever ; that the nn- 
meroos tenantry, who look ap to yon with the confiding 
eye that the most liberal parvena cannot attract, will not 
count yon among their lords ; that the proad park, filled 
with the ancient and toppling trees that yonr fathers 
planted, will yield neither its glory nor its treasores to 
J oar seed, and that the old gallery, whose walls are hang 
with pictures more cherished than the collections of kings, 
will not breathe with your long posterity ; all these are 
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feelings sad and trying, and are among those daily pangs 
which moralists have forgotten in their catalogue of mi- 
neries, hut which do not the less wear out those heart- 
strings at which they are so constantly tagging. 

Tlds was the situation of Mr. Dacre. The whole of his 
large property was entailed, and descended to his nephew, 
who was a Protestant ; and yet, when he looked upon the 
hlooming face of his enchanting daughter, he hlessed the 
Providence which, after all his visitations, had doomed him 
to be the sire of a thing so lovely. 

An exile firom her country at an early age, the education 
of May Dacre had been completed in a foreign land ; yet 
the mingling bloods of Dacre and of Howard would not in 
a moment have permitted her to forget 

The inyiolate island of the sage and firee ! 

even if the unceasing and ever- watchful exertions of her 
father had been wanting to make her worthy of so illus- 
trious an ancestry. 

But this, happily, was not the case ; and to aid the de>- 
velopment of the in£uit mind of his young child, to pour 
forth to her, as she grew in years and in reason, all the 
fruits of his own richly-cultivated intellect, was the solitary 
consolation of one over whose conscious head was im- 
pending the most awful of visitations. May Dacre was 
gifbed with a mind which, even if her tutor had not been 
her &ther, would have rendered tuition a delight. Her 
lively imagination, which early unfolded itself; her dan- 
gerous yet interesting vivacity ; the keen delight, the swifb 
enthusiasm, with which she <h«nk in knowledge, and then 
panted for more; her shrewd acuteness, and her innate 
passion for the excellent and the beautiful, filled her father 
with rapture which he repressed, and made him feel con- 
scious how much there was to check, to guide, and to form, 
as well as to cherish, to admire, and to applaud. 

As she grew up the bright parts of her character shone 
with increased lustre ; but, in spite of the exertions of her 
instructor, some less admiittble qualities had not yet dis- 
appeared. She was still too often the dupe of her imagina- 
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taou, tmd ^oQ^h perfectly inexperieDccd, her confidence in 

tar theoretical knowledge of hnman natare was imboonded. 
She hful ftn idea tliat she poald penetrate the charactera of 
indiridnals at a first meeting ; and the consequence of this 
(ittal axiom was, that she was always the slave of first ira- 
preasions, and constantly the vietini of prejodice. She 
was ever thinking individuals better or worse than they 
really were, and she believed it to be ont of the power of 
anyone to deceive her. Constant attendance during many 
years on a dying and beloved mother, and her deeply re. 
ligiona feelings, had first broken, and then controlled, a 
spirit which nature had intended to be arrogant and 
hangfaty. Her father she adored ; and she seemed to 
devote to him all that consideration which, with more 
common characters, is generally distributed among their 
ac(|naiiitance. 

We hint at her faults. How shall we describe her 
virtues ? Her nnbonnded generosity, her diguified sim- 
plicity, her gmcefal fVanknesa, her true nobility of thought 
and feeling, her firmness, lier coiirnge and her truth, 
her kindness to her inferiors, her constant charity, ber 
devotion to herparenia, her sympathy with sorrow, her 
detestation of oppression, her pure unsullied thonghts, 
her delicate ta,sto, her deep religion. All these combined 
would have formed a delightful character, even if unaccom- 
panied with such brilliant talents and snch brilliant beant^. 
Accustomed from an early age to the converse of courts 
and the forma of the most polished circles, her manner 
became her blood, her beauty, and her mind. Yet she 
rather acted in unison with (he spirit of society than 
obeyed its minutest decree. She violated etiquette with m 
wilful grace which made the outrage a precedent, and 
she mingled with princea without feeling her inferiority. 
Nature, and art, and fortune were the graces which had 
combined to form this girL She waa a jewel set in gold, 
ftnd worn by a king. 

Her creed had made her, in ancient Christendom, feel 
less an alien: but when she returned to that native conntry 
which she had never forgotten, she found that creed her 
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degradation. Her indignant spirit clung with renewed 
ardour to the crashed altars of her ^uth ; and not before 
those proud shrines where cardinals officiate, and a thousand 
acolytes fling their censers, had she bowed with half the 
abandonment of spirit with which she invoked the Virgin 
in her oratory at Dacre. 

The recent death of her mother rendered Mr. Dacre and 
herself little inclined to enter society ; and as they were 
both desirous of residing on that estate from which they 
had been so long and so unwillingly absent, they had not 
yet visited London. The greater part of their time had 
been passed chiefly in communication with those great 
CathoUo fomilies with whom the Dacres were allied, and to 
which they belonged. The modem race of the Howards 
and the Cliflbrds, the Talbots, the Arundels, and the Jer- 
ninghams, were not unworthy of their proud progenitors. 
Uiss Dacre observed with respect, and assuredly with 
sympathy, the mild dignity, the noble patience, the proud 
humilify, the calm hope, the uncompromising courage, 
with which her feither and his friends sustained their op- 
pression and lived as proscribed in the realm which they 
had created. Yet her lively fancy and gay spirit found 
less to admire in the feelings which influenced these &- 
milies in their intercourse with the world, which induced 
ihem to foster but slight intimacies out of the pale of the 
proscribed, and which tinged their domestic life with that 
formal and gloomy colouring which ever accompanies a 
monotonous existence. Her disposition told her that all 
this affected non-interference with the business of society 
might be politic, but assuredly was not pleasant ; her quick 
sense whispered to her it was unwise, and that it retarded, 
not advanced, the great result in which her sanguine 
temper dared often to indulge. Under any circumstances, 
it did not appear to her to be wisdom to second the efforts 
of their oppressors for their degradation or their misery, 
and to seek no consolation in the amiable feelings of their 
fellow-creatures for the stem rigour of their unsocial go- 
vemment. But, independently of all general principles, 
Miss Dacre could not but believe that it was the duty of 
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the Catliolio gentry to mix more with, th&t world which 
BO misconceived their spint. Proud in her conscions 

knowledge of tUeir exalted virtues, she fait that they bad 
only to bo known to be recognised as the worthy leaders 
of tbat nBtioD which they bad so often saved and never 
betrayed. 

She did not conceal her opinions from the circle in which 
they had grown up. All the young members were her 
disoiples, and were decidedly of opinion that if the House 
of Lords would but listen to May Dacre, emancipation 
would be a settled thing. Her logic woald have destroyed 
Lord Liverpool's argnmenta ; her wit extinguished Lord 
Eldon's jokes. But the elder membei-s only shed a solemn 
smile, and blessed May Dacre's shining eyes and sanguine 

Her greatest supporter was Mrs, Dallington Vere. This 
Lidy was a distant relation of Mr, Dacre. At seventeen, 
she, herself a Catholic, had married Mr. Dallington Vere, 
of Dallington House, a Catholic gentlenuiu of considerable 
fortune, whose age resembled bis wealth. Nu boodbt had 
this incident taken place than did Mrs. Dalliugtan Vere 
hurry to London, and soon evinced a most laudable deter. 
mination to con.'^ole herself lor her husband's political 
disabihties. Mrs, Dallington Vere went to Conrt; and 
Mrs, Dallington Vere gave suppers after the Opera, and 
concerts which, ia number and brilliancy, were only 
equalled by her balls. The dandies patronised her, and 
selected her for their Mose. The Duke of Shropshire 
betted on ber always at (icarte; and, to crown the whole 
affair, she made Mr. Dallington Vero lay claim to a 
dormant peerage. The women were all piqne, the men 
all patronage. A Protestant Minister was ahtrmed ; and 
tiord Squib supposed that Mrs. Dallington must be the 
Scarlet Lady of whom tbey bad beard so often. 

Season after season she kept up the ball ; and although, 
of coarse, she no longer made an equal sensation, she waa 
not less brillianl, nor her position less eminent. She had 
got into the host set, and was more quiet, like a patriot in 
place. Never was there a gayer lady than Mrs. DaJlinglca 
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"Voro, bnt never a more prodent one. Her virtue was only 
equalled by her discretion ; but, as the odds were eqiial, 
liord Squib betted on tbe last. People aometimes indeed 
did say ; tbey always will j bnt what is talk ? Mere 
breath. And reputation is marble, and iron, and Home- 
times braas ; and eo, yon eee, talk has no chance. They did 
say that Sir Lacins Grafton was abont to ent*r into the 
Romish commnnion ; bat then it tnmed out that it waa 
only to get a divorce from his wife, on the plea that sha 
was a heretic. The fact was, Mrs. Dallington Vere was a 
most snceeBafol woman, lucky in everything, Incky ovea 
in her husband ; for he died. He did not only die ; he left 
tis whole fortune to his wife. Some said that his relations 
were going to set aside the will, on the plea that it was 
written with a crow-qnill on pink paper j but this was false; 
it was only a codicil. 

All eyes were on a very pretty woman, with fifleon 
thoDsand a year, and only twenfj-three. The Dnke of 
Shropshire wished he was disembarrassed, Such a player 
of 6cart^ might donble her income. Lord RatT advanced, 
tmsting to his beard, and jonng Amadee de Ilouerio 
mortgaged his dressing-case, and came post from Paris ; 
but in spite of his sky-blue nether garments and his 
Hessians, he followed my Lord's example, and re-crossctl 
ihe water. It is even said that Lord Squib was senti- 
mental ; bnt this must have been the malice of Charles 
Ann*-slcy. 

All, however, failed. The truth is, Mrs. Dalhngtoa Vero 
had nothing to gain by re-entering Paradise, which matr!' 
mony, of course, is ; and so she determined to remain mis ■ 
trees of herself. She had gained fashion, and fortune, and 
rfmk; she was young, and she waa pretty. She thought it 
might be possible for a discreet, eitperienced little lady to 
lead ft very pleasant life without being assisted in her 
•t|ieii8eB or disturbed in her diversion by a gentleman 
who called himself her husband, occasionally asked her 
how she slept in a bed which he did not share, or mnni- 
Hcently presented her with a necklace purchased with her 
own money. Discreet Mrs. Dallington Vere ! 
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Sbe had been absent fi[«m London during the p&at season, 
having taken it also into her head to travel. She was 
equally admired and equally plotted for at Rome, at Paris, 
and at Vienna, aa at London ; bat tlie bird had not been 
caught, and, flying away, left many a despairing Prince 
and amorous Connt to maae over their lean visages and 
meagre incomes. 

Dallington Honse made ite fair mistreaa a nei^'hboor of 
her relatione, the Dacres. No one could be a more fasci- 
nating companion than Mrs. Dallington Vere. May Dacre 
read her clmracter at once, and these ladies became great 
allies. She was to assist Miss Dacre in her plans for 
rousing their Catholio friends, as no one was better qnalified 
to be her adjutant. Already they had commenced their 
operations, and balls at Dalhngton and Dacre, &eqnent, 
splendid, and various, bad already made the Catholic hoosea 
the most eminent in the Riding, and their brilliant mis- 
tresses the heroines of all the yonth. 



CIIAPTER V. 
It rained all night without ceasing : yet the i 
serene. Hevertheloss the odds had shifted. On the even- 
ing, they had not been more than two to one against the 
first favourite, the Date of St. James's ch. c. Sanspareil, by 
Kb Plus Ultra; while they wore five to one against the 
second favourite, Mr. Dash's gr. c. The Dandy, hy Banker, 
and nine and ten to one again.st the neit in favour. This 
rooming, however, affairs were altered. Mr. Dash and 
his Dandy were at the head of the poll ; and aa the owner 
rode hia own horse, being a jockey and a fit rival for the 
Dnke of St. James, hia backers were sanguine. Sanspar«il 
was, however, the second favourite. 

The Dnke, however, was confident as an nnivoraal eon- 
qneror, and came ou in his osnal state, rode round the 
course, inspirited Lady Aphrodite, who was all anxiety, 
betied with Miss Dacre, and bowed to Mrs. Dallington. 

Thire were more tliau une^ horses, and yet the stBtt 
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was ftur. Bat the resalt? Pardon me! The fatal re- 
membrance overpowers my pen. An efibrt and some Eau 
de Portmgale, and I shall recover. The first favourite was 
never heard of^ the second favonrite was never seen after 
the distance post, all the ten-to-oners were in the rear, and 
k dark horse, which had never been thought of, and which 
tlie oarelees St. James had never even observed in the 
list, nished past the grand stand in sweeping trinmph. 
The spectators were almost too anrprised to cheer ; bnt 
when the name of the winner wan detected there was a 
deafening shont, particalarly from the Torkshiremen. The 
victor was the Earl of St. Jerome's b. £ May Dacre, by 
Howard. 

Conceive the oonfasion! Sanspareil was at last dis- 
oovered, and immediately shipped off for Newmarket, as 
yonng gentlemen who get into scrapes are sent to travel. 
The Dntes of Bnrlington and Shropshire exchanged a few 
Imndreds ; the Dncheaa and Charles Anuesley a few 
(^orea. The consummate Lord Bloomerly, thongh a backei 
of the favourite, in compliment to his host, ountrived to 
Taoeive from all parties, and particoiarly &om St. Manrice. 
The sweet little Wrekins were absolutely rained. Sir La- 
ehis looked bine, bnt he had hedged ; and Lord Squib 
looked yellow, bnt some doabted. Lord Hoonslow was 
done, and Lord Bagshot was diddled. 

The Dnke of St. James was perhaps the heaviest snOerer 
OS llie field, and certainly bore his losses the best. Had 
be seen the five-and-twen^ thousand he was minns connted 
before him, he probably wonld have been staggered ; bat 
as it was, another cnimb of his half-million waa gone. 
"Hie lose existed only in idea. It was really too trifling to 
think of, and he galloped ap to Uies Dacre, and waa among 
the warmest of her congratolatore. 

' 1 wonld offer yonr Grace my sympathy for yonr con- 
grstnlationB,* said Miss Dacre, in a rather amiable tone ; 
'but' (and here she resamed her air of mockery) 'yoa 
•re too great a man to be affected by so light a casualty. 
And, now that I recollect myself, did yon run a horse F' 

• Why, no ; the fanlt was, I believe, that he would not 
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i-DQ ; bnt Sanspareil is as great a hero as ever. 
only beeo conqaered by the elements.' 

The dinner at ths Duke of St. James's was this day more 
splendid even than tlie preceding. Ha was determined to 
ahoTC that the disappointment had produced no effect npon 
the temper of so imperial a personage as hiniself, and he 
invif«d SBTeral of the leading gentry to join his ootcrie. 
The Dacres were among the solicited ; but they were, 
daring the races, the guests of Mrs. Dallington Yere, 
whose seat was only a mile off, and therefore were un- 
obtainable. 

Blazed the plate, sparkled the wine, and the aromatic 
venison sent forth its odorous incense to the skies. The 
favoarite cook bad done wonders, tfaougk a Sanspareil 
p&te, on which he had been meditating for a week, waa 
obliged to be suppressed, and was sent np as a tonrte k la 
Bourbon, in compliment to his Royal Highness. It was a 
delightfnl parly; all the stifliieaa of metropolitan society 
disappeared. All talked, and langbed, and ate, and drank; 
and the Prot^colis and tbe French Princes, who were most 
active m.ember3 of a banquet, eoased aonietimcs, from want 
of breath, to moralize on the English character. The little 
Wrekina, with their well-acted lamentations over tbffir 
losses, were capital ; and Sophy nearly smiled and chattered 
her head this day into the reversion of the corctoot of Fitz- 
pompcy. May she succeed 1 For a wilder little partridge 
never yet Sew. Caroline St. Maurice alone was sad, and 
would not be comforted ; although St. James, observing her 
gloom, and guessing at its cause, had in private assored 
her that, far &om losing, on the whole ho was perhaps oysb 
a winner. 

None, however, talked more agreeable nonsense aad 
made a more elegant uproar than tlie Dnke of St. Jameo. 

' These young men,' whispered Lord Sqnib to Annesley, 
* do not know the value of money. Wo must t«ach it thent. 
[ know too well ; I find it very dear.' 

If the old physicians are correct in considering &oib 
twenty-five to thirty-Eve as the period of lusty yontli, 
Lord Sijuib waa still a lus^ youth, though a very corpulent 




B indeed. The camival of his life, however, was newly 
I probably the termination of the race-week might 
He was the best fellow in the world ; 
i Hteek, half bald, and looked Gftj; with & waist, 
, which bad not yet vanished, and where Art 
Rncceasfiilly controlled rebellions Nature, like the Aastriana 
the Lombards. If he were not exactly a wit, he was atill, 
boweyer, full of nnaflected (an, and threw out the reanlta 
of a roue life with considerable ease and point. He had in- 
herited a fair and poer-Uke properly, which he had contrived 
to embarrass in so comphcated and extraordinary a manner 
that he had been a rained man for years, and yet lived well 
otx an income allowed him by his creditors to manage hia 
estate for their benefit. The joke was, he really managed 
it well. It wa3 his hobby, and ho prided himself especially 
npon his character as a man of business. 

The banquet ia certainly the best preparative for the 
ball, if its blessings be not abnaed, and then you get heavy. 
Tour tme votary of Terpsichore, and of him we only apeak, 
I requires, particnlarly in a land of easterly winds, whioh 
r cut into hia cab-head at every torn of every street, soma 
previons process to make bis blood set him an example in 
dancing. It ia strong Burgundy and hia sparkling aiatcr 
Cbampa^e that make a roce-baU always so amusing a 
divertissement. One enters the room with a gay elation 
which defies rale without violating etiquette, and in these 
connty meetings there is a variety of character, and claaam, 
and manners, which is interesting, and aSbrds an agreeable 
oontrast to those more bnlliant and refined assemblies the 
members of which, being educated by exactly the samo 
Bystero and with exactly the same ideas, think, look, move, 
lalk, drcas, and even eat, alike ; the only remarkable per- 
tuni^ being a woman somewhat more beautiful than the 
beauties who surround her, and a man rather more original 
in his aflectatioas than the pappies that surround him. 
The proof of the genei-al dulness of pohte circles ia the 
great sensation that ia alwaya produced by a now face. 
The seaaou always commences briskly, because there are so 
many. Ball, and dinner, and concert collect then plentifal 
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votaries ; but oa we move on the dulnesB will develop 
iteelf, and tbon come tlie momiag breakfast, &nd the water 
partf, and the fSta champetre, all desperatfl attempts to 
produce variety with old materiala, and to occa«ion a second 
effect by a canse which ia already exhaost^d. 

These phiioaophioal reraarke precede another introd action 
to the public ball-room at Donoastei'. Mrs. Dallington 
Yere and Misa Dacre are walking arm in arm at the apper 
end of the room. 

' You are dieappointed, love, about Arundel p' aiiid Mrs. 
Dallington. 

' Bitterly ; 1 never counted on any event more certainly 
than on hia return this summer.' 

' And why tarrieth the wanderer? onwillingly of coarse?' 

' Lord Dairell, who was to have gone over as Cka.Tg& 
d'affaires, has announced to his father tito impossibility of 
his becoming a diplomatist, ao oar poor attaclid suffers, ajid 
ia obliged to bear the portefeuilh ad mterim.' 

* Does your cousin like Vienna P ' 

■ Not at all. He is a regular John Bull ; and, if I ara to 
judge from his coiTespondunce, he will make an eicellent 
ambassador in one sense, for I think his fidelity and bis 
patriotism may be depended on. We seldom servo thoae 
whom wo do nut love ; and, if I am to believe Apuudel, 
there is neither a [lerson nor a place on the whole Conti- 
nent that affords him the least satisfaction/ 

* How singultir, then, that he should have fixed on such 
a metier ; but, I suppose, like other young men, Lis Mends 
fixed for him?' 

* Not at all. No step could be less pleasing to my &,ther 
than his leaving Eugland ; bnt Arundel is qnito unmanage- 
able, even by papa. He is the oddest bat the dearest 
person in the world ! ' 

' He is very clever, is he not P ' 

' I think so. I have no doubt ho will distinguish him- 
self, whatever career he rans ; bat he is so extromely 
singnlar in his manner that 1 do not think his general re- 
pntation harmonises with my private opinion.' 

' Aud will hia visit to England be a long one P ' 
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^ I hope that it will be a permanent one. I, jou know, 
am his confidant^ and entmsted with all his plans. If I 
succeed in arranging something according to his wishes, I 
hope that he will not again quit ns.' 

* I pray you may, sweet ! and wish, love, for yonr sake, 
that he wonld enter the room this moment.' 

^This is the most successful meeting, I should think, 
that ever was known at Doncaster,' said Miss Dacre. 
* We are, at least, indebted to the Duke of St. James for 
a very agreeable party, to say nothing of all the gloves we 
have won.' 

' How do you like the Duke of Burlington ? ' 

* Much. There is a calm courtliness about him which I 
think very imposing. He is the only man I ever saw who, 
without being very young, was not an unfit companion for 
youth. And there is no afiectation of juvenility about him. 
He involuntarily reminds you of youth, as an empty 
orchestra does of music' 

* I shall tell him this. He is already your devoted ; and 
I have no doubt that, inspired at the same time by your 
universal charms and our universal hints, I shall soon hail 
you Duchess of Burlington. Don Arundel will repent his 
diplomacy.' 

* I thought I was to be another Duchess this morning.' 

' You deserve to be a triple one. But dream not of the 
unhappy patron of Sanspareil. There is something in his 
eyes which tells me he is not a marrying man.' 

There was a momentary pause, and Miss Dacre spoke. 

* I like his brother steward. Bertha. Sir Lucius is witiy 
and candid. It is an agreeable thing to see a man who 
has been so gay, and who has had so many temptations to 
be gay, turn into a regular domestic character, without 
losing any of those quaUties which made him an ornament 
to society. When men of the world terminate their career 
as prudently as Sir Lucius, I observe that they are 
always amusing companions, because they are perfectly 
unaffected.' 

* No one is more unaffected than Lucius Ghtifton. I am 
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quite happy to find yon like him ; for he is an old fi 
mine, and I kno'w that he has a good heart.' 

' I like him especially becauBo he likes you.' 

' Dearest ! ' 

' He introduced me to Ijndy Afy. I perceive tl 
very attached to her husband.' 

' Lady Afy is a charming woman. I know no woman ao 
truly elegant ex Lady Afy. The yonng Doke, yon know 
they aay, greatly admires Lady Afy.' 

•Oh! does he? Well now, I shonld have thought 
her mther a eentimental and serious donna ; one very nn- 
likely ' 

' Hush ! here come two cavaliers.' 

The Butes of Barlingtoa and St, James advanced, 

' We are attracted by observing two nymphs wandering 
in this desert,* said his Grace of Burlington. This was the 
Burgundy. 

' And wa wish to know whether there be any dn^on to 
destroy, any ogre to devour, any magician to massacre, or 
how, when, and where we can testify onr devotion to the 
ladies of oar tove,' added his Grace of St. James. This 
was the Champagne. 

' The age of chivalry is past," said Miss Dacre. ' Bores 
have succeeded to dragons, and I have shivered loo many 
lances in vain ever to hope for their extirpation ; and as 
for eachantmenta ' 

' They depend only upon yourself,' gallantly interrupted 
the Duke of Burgundy. Psha! Burlington. 

' Onr spells are dissolved, our wands are snck five fathom 
deep ; we had retired to this sohtude, and we were mo- 
ralising,' said Mrs. Dallington Vere. 

' Then you were doing an cstremely useless and not 
very magnanimous thing,' said the Duke of St. James ; 
' for to moralise in a desert ia no great exertion of philo- 
sophy. Toa should moralise in a drawing-room ; and so 
let me propose our return to that world which must long 
have missed us. Let us do something to astound these 
elegant barharians. Look at that young gcutleoian : how 
stiff he is ! A Yorkshire Apollo ! Look at that old 




lady : how elaborately she aimperB ! The Venus of the 
Riding ! They abeolntely attempt to flirt. Let as give 
them & gaUop ! ' 

He was adrancing to ealate thia proTincial couple; but 
bis more m&tnre compamon repressed liim. 

' Ah ! I foigot,' said the yoiuig Duke. ' I am Torkahire, 
If I were a weBtem, like yourself, I might compromise my 
character. Tour Grace monopolisea the fiin.' 

' I think you may eafely attack them,' eaid Miss Dacre. 
' I do not think you will be recognised. People entertain, 
in this barhnrouB country, such vulgar, old-fashioned no- 
tions of a Duke of St. James, that I have not the least 
doubt yonr Grace might have a good deal of fun without 
being found oat.' 

' There is no necessity,' said the Duke, ' to fly from 
SIiBS Dacre for amusement. By-the-bye, you made a good 
repartee. You must permit me to introduce yon to my 
friend, Lord Squib. I am sure you would agree so.' 

' I have been introduced to Lord Sqnib.' 

' And you fotmd him most amuEing P Did he say any- 
thing which vindicates my appointment of him aa my 
court jester ? ' 

'I found him modest. He endeavoured to eicnse hia 
errors by being your companion ; and to prove hia virtues 
by being mine.' 

' Treacherous Squib ! I positively must call him ont. 
Duke, bear him a cartel.' 

' The quarrel is oura, and must be dei^ided here,' said 
Mrs. Dallington Vere. ' I second Miss Dacre.' 

' Wo arc in the way of Bome good people here, I think,' 
said the Duke of Burlington, who, though the moat dig- 
nified, was the moat considerate of men ; ' at least, here 
are a atray couple or two spring as if they wished ua to 
nnderat&nd we prevented a set.' 

' Let them stare,' said Ihe Duke of St. James ; ' wo were 
made to he looked at. 'Tis our vocatioo, Hal, and they are 
giAcd with vision purposely to behold ns.' 

' Yonr Graoo,' aaid Misa Dacre, ' reminds me of my old 
fiiend, Prince Buharini, who told ma one day that when 
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he got up Iat« bo nlwuya gave orders to hare tbe bud pat 
back a conple uf hours.' 

' And you. Miss Dacre, remind ma of my old friend, the 
Dachoss of Novers, who told me one day that in ilie coarse 
of her eiperience she hud only met one man who was her 
rival in repartee.' 

' And that man ? ' afiked Mrs. Vere. 

' Waa your slave, Mrs, Daliington,' said the yonng Duke, 
bowing profoundly, with his hand on his heart. 

' I remember she said the same thing to me,' said the 
Duke of Burlington, ' aboat ten years before.' 

* That waa her grandmother. Hurley,' said the Duke of 
St. James. 

' Her gi'andmotber ! ' eald Mrs. Daliington, oiciting the 
contest. 

' Decidedly,' said the yonng Dnko, ' I remember mj 
friend always spoke of the Duke of Burlington as grand- 
papa,' 

' Yon will profit, I have no doubt, then, by the company 
of so Tenerable a friend," said Miss Dacre. 

* \VTiy,' said the yoimg Duke, ' I am not a believer in the 
perfectibility of the species ; and you know, that when we 
oome to a certain point ' 

' We must despwr of improvement,' s^d the Dake o£ 
Burlington. 

' your Grace came forward, like a true knight, to my 
rescue,* said Miss Dacre, bowing to tbe Daks of Bur- 
lington. 

' Beauty can inBpire miracles,' said the Duke of St. James. 

' This young gentleman has been spoiled by travel. 
Miss Daere,' said the Duke of Burlington. ' You have 
much to answer for, for he toils every one that yon were 
his guardian.' 

The eyes of Miss Dacre aud the Duke of St. James 
met. He bowed with that gracefol irupudt'iioe which is, 
after all, the best explanation for every possible misonder- 
standing. 

' I always beard that tbo Duke of St. Jamos waa bom ot 
age,' said Miss Dacro. 
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* The report was rife on the Contineiit when I travelled,' 
flaid Mrs. DaUington Yere. 

'That was only a poetical allegory, which veiled the 
precocions resnlts of my fair tutor's exertions.' 

' How discreet he is ! ' said the Duke of 6iirlington« 
• You may tell immediately that he is two-and-forty.' 

* We are neither of ns, though, off the pave yet, Bur- 
lington; so what say you to inducing these inspiring 
muses to join the waltz which is just now commencing ? ' 

The young Duke offered his hand to Miss Dacre, and, 
followed by their companions, they were in a few minutes 
lost in the waves of the waltzers. 



CHAPTER VL 



The gaieties of the race- week closed with a ball at Dal- 
lington House. As the pretty mistress of this proud 
mansion was acquainted with all the members of the ducal 
party, our hero and his noble band were among those who 
honoured it with their presence. 

We really have had so many balls both in this and other 
as immortal works that, in a literary point of view, we 
think we must give up dancing ; nor would we have in- 
troduced you to DaUington House if there had been no 
more serious business on hand than a flirtation with a lady 
or a lobster salad. Ah ! why is not a little brief communion 
with the last as innocent as with the first ! 

Small feet are flitting in the mazy dance and music 
winds with inspiring harmony through halls whose lofty 
mirrors multiply beauty and add fresh lustre to the 
blazing lights. May Dacre there is wandering like a 
peri in Paradise, and Lady Aphrodite is glancing with her 
dimr.liTig brow, yet an Asmodeus might detect an occasional 
gloom over her radiant face. It is but for an instant, yet 
it thrills. She looks like some favoured sultana, who muses 
for a moment amid her splendour on her early love. 

And she, the sparkling mistress of this scene; say, 
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where is ehe ? Not among the dancers, though a more 
gracefol form yoa could scarcely look upon ; not even 
among her guests, though a more accomplished hostess it 
would be Lard to find. Gaiety pours forth its flood, and 
all are thinking of themeelves, or of some one sweeter even 
, or else perhaps one absent might 



Leaning on the ana of Sir Lncini Grafton, and shrouded 
in her cashmere, Mre. DaUington Vers pa<;eB the terrace in 
earnest conversation. 

* If I fail in thiH,' said Sir Lucius, ' I shall be desperate. 
Fortimo seems to have sent him for the very purpose. 
Think only of the stat« of affairs for a moment. After a 
thoosond plots on my part ; after having for the last two 
years never ceased ray exertions to make her commit her- 
self; when neither a love of plc-asure, nor a love of revenge, 
nor the thoughtlessness to which women in her situation 
generally have recourse, produced the slightest effect; this 
stripling starts upon the sta^e, and in a moment the icebei^ 
melts. Oh ! I never shall forget the rapture of the mo- 
ment when the faithful laichon announced the miracle I ' 

'But why not let the adventure take the usual course? 
Tou have yoor evidence, or you can get it. Finish the 
business. These exposes, to be sure, are disagreeable 
enough; but to bo the talk of the town for a week ifl no 
great suffering. Go to Baden, drink the waters, and it 
will be forgotten. Surely this is an inconvenience not to 
be weighed for a moment against the great result." 

' Believe me, my dearest friend, Lucy Graiton cares very 
little about the babble of the million, provided it do not 
obstruct him in his objects. Would to Heaven I conld 
proceed in the summary and effectual mode you point out; 
but that I much doubt. There is about Afy, in spite of all 
her softness and humility, a strange spirit, a cursed 
courage or obstinacy, which sometimes has blazed out, 
when I have over-galled her, in a way half-awful. I con- 
fess I dread her standing at bay. I am in her power, and 
a divorce aho could sticcessfuDy oppose if I appeared to 
be the person who hastened the cat&strophe and she wore 
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piqued to show that she would not Ml an easj yictim. 
No, no ! I have a surer, though a more difficult, game. 
She is intoxicated with this boy. I will drive her into his 
aims.' 

* A probable result, forsooth ! I do not think your 
genius has particularly brightened since we last met. I 
thought your letters were getting dulL You seem to 
forget that there is a third person to be consulted in this 
adventure. And why, in the name of Doctors' Commons, 
the Duke is to close his career by marrying a woman of 
whom, with your leave^ he is already, if experience be not 
a dream, half- wearied, is really past my comprehension, 
although as Yorkshire, Lucy, I should not, you know, be 
the least apprehensive of mortals.' 

* I depend upon my unbounded influence over St. James.' 
*' What ! do you mean to recommend the step, then p ' 

*' Hear me ! At present I am his confidential counsellor 
on all subjects ' 

' But one.' 

' Patience, fiur dame ; and I have hitherto imperceptibly, 
but efficiently, exerted my influence to prevent his getting 
entangled with any other nets.' 

* Faithful friend I ' 

* PoifU de moquerie! Listen. I depend further upon 
Ids perfect inexperience of women; for, in spite of his 
numerous gallantries, he has never yet had a grand passion, 
and is quite ignorant, even at this moment, how involved 
hia feelings are with his mistress. He has not yet learnt 
the bitter lesson that, unless we despise a woman when we 
cease to love her, we are still a slave, without the console- 
ment of intoxication. I depend further upon his strong 
feelings; for strong I perceive they are, with all his aflecta- 
tion; and on his weakness of character, which wiU allow him 
to be the dupe of his first great emotion. It is to prevent 
that explosion from taking place under any other roof than 
my own that I now require your advice and assistance ; 
that advice and assistance which already have done so 
much for me. I like not this sudden and uncontemplated 
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visit to Cafitle Docre. I fear tbeso Docrea ; I fear ti 
Tulaion of hia feelings. Above all, I fear that girl.' 

' Bnt her cousin ; is he not a talisman ? She loves him.' 
' Pooh ! e, cousin ! Ih not the name an answer ? She 
loves liiTi as she loves her pony ; becaase he was her com- 
paniou when she wa.'j a child, an<I kiHsod her when they 
gathered Btrawhcrries together. Tho pallid, moonlight 
passion of a cousin, and an absent one, too, has bat a Borry 
chance against the blazing beams that shoot &om the eyea 
of a new lover. Would to Heaven that I had not to go 
down to my boobies at Cleve ! 1 should Eke nothing better 
thaa to amnse myself an antninn at Dallingtoa with the 
little Dacre, and put an end to such an ncnataral and irreli- 
gious connection. She is a splendid creature ! Bring her 
to town next season.' 

* But to the point. You wish me, I imagine, to act the 
same part with the lady as yon have done with tho gentle- 
man. I am to step in, I suppose, aa the confidential coun- 
sellor on all subjects of sweet May. I am to preserve her 
&am a youth whose passions are bo impetnons and whose 
principles are BO nnformed.' 

'Admirable Bortlial Yon read my thonghta.' 
' But suppose I endanger, instead of advance, your plans. 
Suppose, for instance, / captivate his Grace. As extraor- 
dinary things have happened, as yon know. High place 
mnat be respected, and the coronet of a DneheHs mnsb not 



' All consideration a must yield to you, as do all men,' 
said Sir Lucius, with ready , gallantry, but not free from 
anxiety. 

' No, no; there is no danger of that, I am not going to 
]ilay traitress to my system, even for the Duke of St. 
James ; therefore, anything that occurs between qb shall 
be merely an incident pour paescr le temps eeulement, and to 
preserve onr yonng friend from the little Dacre. I have 
no doubt he will behave very well, and that I shall send 
him safe to Cleve Park in a fortnight with a good obaracler. 
I would recommend you, however, not l« encourage any 
unreasonable delay.' 
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•Certain]; not; but I miut, of course, be guided hj 
CJTCTimittaiiccs.' Sir LndaB observed truly. There irere 
t>&er consideration B besides ^tting rid of lus spoase wMcb 
cemented his friendship with the j'oang Dnke. It wiU be 
cations if lending a few thonsands to the hnsband save onr 
hero from the wife. There is no snch tiling as nnmixed 
sviL A man who loses his money gains, at least, ezp«- 
rience, and Boraetimes something better. Bnt irhat the 
Dnke of St. James gained is not yet to be told. 

* And yon like Lachen?' asked Mrs. Dallington. 
' Very mnoh.' 

* I formed her with great care, bat joa most keep her in 
good hnmonr.' 

'That is not diffioolt. Mle ett tret jolie; and pretty 
women, like yonrself, are always good-natured.' 

' Bnt has she really worked herself into the confidence 
of the Tirtuons Aphrodite P ' 

'Entirely. And the hnmonr is, that Lachen has per- 
■oaded her ibat Lachen herself is on the beat possible 
terms with ray confidential valet, and can make herself 
at aU timee mistress of her master's secrets. So it is 
always in my power, apparently withont taking the slightest 
intei«Bt in A^'a coudnct, to regulate it as I will. At pre- 
sent she believes that my affairs are in a distracted stnte, 
and that I intend to reside solely on the Continent, and to 
bear her off from her CnpidoD. This thought haunts her 
rest, and hangs heavy on her waJcing mind. I think it will 
Ao the business.' 

* We have been too long absent. Let us retnm.' 

*I accompany yon, my charming friend. What should 
I do without such an ally P I only wish that I could assist 
70a in a manner equally friendly. Is there no obdurate 
hero who wants a confidential adviser to dilate upon your 
diaims, or to counsel him to throw himself at your feet; 
er are that beauti^ face and lovely form, as they must 
always be, invincible ?' 

' I assure yon quite disembarrassed of any attentions 
iriwtever. Bat, I suppose, when I return to Athens, I mnst 
get Platonic again.' 
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' Let me be the philosopher ! ' 

' No, no ; we know each other too welL 1 have been 
free ever since that fatal affa,ir of <^oiin^ Darrell, and travel 
has restored my spirits a little. They say hia brother is 
just as handsome. Ho was expected at Vienna, hut I coald 
not meet him, althongh I suppose, as I made him a Yia- 
Connt, I am rather popular than not with Mm." 

' Pooh ! pooh I think not of this. No one blames you. 
Ton are still a universal favourite. But I would recommend 
yon, nevertheless, to take me as your cavalier.' 

' You are too g-enerous, or too bold. No, man ! I am 
tired of flirtation, and really think, for variety sake, I must 
&11 in love. After all, there ia nothing like the dolicioos 
dream, though it be bnt a dream. Spite of my discretion, 
I sometimes tremble lest I shonld end by making myself a 
fool, with some grand passion. Tou look seriona. Fear 
not for the yonng Duke. He is a dazeliug gentleman, bot 
not a hero exactly to my taste.' 



CHAPTER. VIL 



The moment that was to dissolve the spell which bad com- 
bined and enchanted so many thunsands of human beings 
arrived. Nobles and nobodies, beauties and blacklegs, 
dispersed in all directions. The Duke of Borlington carried 
off the French Princes and the Protocolis, the Bioomerlya 
and the Vatieaus, to his Paradise of Marringworth. The 
llti-pompeys cantered off with the Shropshires ; omen of 
felicity to the enamoured St. Maurice and the enamouring 
Sophy. Aniiesley and Squib returned to their pites. Sir 
Lndns and Lady Aphrodite, neither of them with tempera 
like summer skies, betook their way to Cambridgeshire, 
like Adam and Eve from the glorious garden. The Duke 
of St. James, aHer a hurried visit to London, found himself 
at the beginning of October, on Lis way to Dacre. 

As hia carriage rolled on he revelled in dehcious fancies. 
The young Duke built castles not only at Hantevilie, but 
in ieea aabstantlal regions. Heveric, in the flush of oni 
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warm jontli, generallj indulges in the future. We are 
ahrajB anticipating tlie next adventure and clothe the 
coming heroine with a rosy tint. When we advance a 
little on our limited journey, and an act or two of the 
comedy, the gayest in all probability, are over, the wizard 
Memory dethrones the witch Imagination, and 'tis the 
past on which the mind feeds in its musings. 'Tis then 
we ponder on each great result which has stolen on us 
without the labour of reflection; 'tis then we analyse 
emotions which, at the time, we could not comprehend, 
and probe the action which Passion inspired, and which 
Prejiidice has hitherto defended. Alas ! who can strike 
th^ occasional balances. in Life's great ledger without 
a (righ ! Alas ! how little do they promise in favour of the 
great account! What whisperings of final bankruptcy! 
what a damnable consciousness of present insolvency ! My 
Mends ! what a blunder is youth ! Ah ! why does Truth 
light her torch but to illume the ruined temple of our 
existence ! Ah ! why do we know we are men only to be 
conscious of our exhausted energies ! 

And yet there is a pleasure in a deal of judgment which 
your judicious man alone can understand. It is agreeable 
to see some younkers falling into the same traps which 
have broken our own shins; and, shipwrecked on the 
island of our hopes, one likes to mark a vessel go down full 
in sight. 'Tis demonstration that we are not branded as 
Cains among the favoured race of man. Then giving 
advioe ; that is delicious, and perhaps repays one all. It is 
a privilege your grey-haired signers solely can enjoy ; but 
young tuen now-a-days may make some claim to it. And, 
after all, experience is a thing that all men praise. Bards 
sing its glories, and proud Philosophy has long elected it 
her fiskvouiite child. 'Tis the r6 kuXovj in spite of all its 
ugliness, and the elixir vit®, though we generally gain it 
with a shattered pulse. 

No more ! no more ! it is a bitter cheat, the consolation 
of blunderers, the last refuge of expiring hopes, the forlorn 
battalion that is to capture the citadel of Happiness ; yet, 
yet impregnable ! Oh ! what is wisdom, and what is virtue, 
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without jonth ! T&lk not to me of knowledge of manki&d; 
give, give me bock the sanahioe of the breast whioh tiiey 
o'erclouded ! Talk not to me of proud morality ; oh ! give 



Amid the rttina of eternal Rome I Boribble pages lighter 
tttan the wind, and feed with fanoies volumes which will 
be forgotten ere I can hoar that they are even published. 
Yat am I not one inscQBible to the magic of my memorable 
abode, and I could pour my pnssion o'er the land ; but I 
repress my thoughts, and beat their tide back to their 
hollow caves ! 

The ocean of my mind is calm, but dim, and ominous 
of storms that may arise. A cloud hangs heavy o'er the 
horizon's verge, and veils the future. Even now a star 
appears, steals into light, and now again 'tis gone ! I hear 
the proud swell of the growing waters ; I hear the whia- 
peiing of the wakening winds ; but Reason lays her trident 
on the cresting waves, and all again is hushed. 

For I am one, though young, yet old enough to know 
Ambition is a demon ; and I fly from what I fear. And 
Fame has e^le wings, and yet she moants not so high as 
man's desires. When all ia gained, how little then is won ! 
And yet to gain tliat little how much ia lost ! Let ns ones 
aspire and madness follows. Could we bnt drag the 
purple from the hero's heart ; could we but tear the laurel 
from the poet's throbbing brain, and read their doubts, their 
dangers, their despair, we might learn a greater lesson 
than we shall ever acquire by musing over their exploits 
or their inspiration. Think of unrecognised Ctesar, with 
his wasting youth, weeping over the Macedonian's young 
career ! Could Pharsalia compensate for those withering 
pangs ? View the obscure Napoleon starving in the atreeto 
of Pana ! What was St. Helena to the bitterness of such 
existence ? The visions of post glory might iUumlne even 
that dark imprisonment; bat to be conscious that his 
supernatural ener^es might die away without creating 
their miracles: can the wheel or the rack rival the tor- 
ture of such a suspicion ? Lo ! Byron bending o'er his 
shattered lyre, with inspiration in his very rage. And the 
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pert tannt could sting even this child of light ! To doubt 
of ^e trath of the creed in which jon have been nnrtnred 
is not BO terrific as to doubt respecting the intellectual 
yigour on whose strength 70U have staked your happiness. 
Yet these were mighty ones; perhaps the records of 
the world will not yield us threescore to be their mates ! 
Then tremble, ye whose cheek glows too warmly at their 
names ! Who would be more than man should fear lest 
he be less. 

Yet there is hope, there should be happiness, for them, 
for alL Kind Nature, oyer mild, extends her fond arms 
to her truant children, and breathes her words of solace. 
As we weep on her indulgent and maternal breast, the ex- 
hausted passions, one by one, expire like gladiators in yon 
huge pile that has made barbarity sublime. Yes ! there is 
hope and joy ; and it is here ! 

Where the breeze wanders through a per^imed sky, 
and where the beautiful sun illumines beauty. On the 
poet's fisirm and on the conqueror's arch thy beam is 
lingering ! It lingers on the shattered porticoes that once 
shrouded from thy o'erpowering glory the lords of earth ; 
it lingers upon the ruined temples that even in their de- 
solation are yet sacred ! 'Tis gone, as if in sorrow ! Yet 
the woody hike still blushes with thy warm kiss ; and still 
thy rosy light tinges the pine that breaJcs the farthest heaven ! 

A heaven all light, all beauty, and all love! What 
marvel men should worship in these climes ? And lo ! a 
small and single cloud is sailing in the immaculate ether, 
burnished with twilight, like an Olympian chariot from 
above, with the fair vision of some graceful god ! 

It is the hour that poets love ; but I crush thoughts that 
rise from out my mind, like nymphs from out their caves, 
when sets the sun. Yes, 'tis a blessing here to breathe and 
muse. And cold his clay, indeed, who does not yield to 
thy Ausonian beauty ! Clime where the heart softens and 
the mind expands I Region of mellowed bliss ! most 
enchanting land ! 

But we are at the park gates. 

q2 
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They wliirled &loiig through a park which would have 
contained half a htmdred of those Patagonian paddocks of 
modem times which have usurped the name. At length 
the yonng Duke 'was roused from hJa reverie by Carlstein, 
proud of bis proviouB knowledge, leaning over and an- 
nouncing — 

' Chiteau de Dacre, your Grace 1 ' 

The Duko looked up. The son, which had abeady set, 
bad tinged with a dying crimson the eastern sky, against 
which rose a princely edifice. Castle Dacre was the erec- 
tion of Vaubragh, an imaginative artist, whose critica 
we wish no bitterer fat« than not to live in his splendid 
creations. A spacious centre, richly ornamented, though 
broken, perhaps, inUi rather too much detail, was joined to 
wings of a corraspoinling magnificence by fanciful colon- 
nades, A terrace, extending the whole front, was covCTed 
with orange trees, and many a statue, and many an obelisk, 
and many a temple, and many a fonnlain, were tinted with 
the warm twilight. The Duke did not view the forgotten 
scene of yonth without emotion. It was a palace worthy 
of the heroine on whom ho had been musing. The carriage 
gained the lofty portal. Laigi and Spiiidion, who bad 
preceded their master, were ready to receive the Doke, 
who was immediately ushered to the rooms prepared for 
hia reception. He waa later than he had intended, and no 
time was to ho unnecessarily lost in hia preparation for his 
appearance. 

His Grace's toilet was already prepared: the magical 
dressing-bos had been nnpackoil, and the shrine for hia 
devotions waa covered with richly-cut bottles of all sizes, 
arranged in all tho elegant combinationa which the pic- 
tureaqne fiincy of his valet coald devise, adi'oitly intermlsed 
with the goldeu iustmmentB, the china vnaes, and the ivory 
and rosewood bruahes, which were worihy even of Delcroix'a 
exquisite Inventions. 

The Duke of St, James waa master of tho art of dress, 
and consequently consummated tliat paramount operation 
with the deoialvB rapidity of one whose principles are 
settled. He was cognisant of all efiects, coold calculate 
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in a second all consequences, and obtained his resnit with 
that promptitude and precision which stamp the great 
artist. For a moment he was plunged in profound ab- 
straction, and at the same time stretched his legs after his 
drive. He then gave his orders with the decision of 
Wellington on the arrival of the Prussians, and the battle 
began. 

His Grace had a taste for magnificence in costume ; but 
he was handsome, young, and a duke. Pardon him. Yet 
to-daj he was, on the whole, simple. Confident in a com- 
plexion whose pellucid lustre had not yielded to a season 
of dissipation, his Grace did not dread the want of relief 
which a white face, a white cravat, and a white waistcoat 
would seem to imply. 

A hair chain set in diamonds, worn in memory of the 
absent Aphrodite, and to pique the present Dacre, is an- 
nexed to a glass, which reposes in the waistcoat pocket. 
This WBS the only weight that the Duke of St. James ever 
carried. It wss a bore, but it was indispensable. 

It is done. He stops one moment before the long pier- 
glass, and shoots a glance which would have read the mind 
of TaUeyrand. It will do. He assumes the look, the air 
that befit the occasion : cordial, but dignified ; sublime, but 
sweet. He descends like a deity from Olympus to a banquet 
of illustrious mortals. 



CHAPTER Vin. 



Mb. Dacre received him with afiection : his daughter with 
a cordialify which he had never yet experienced from her. 
Though more simply dressed than when she first met his 
ardent gaze, her costume again charmed his practised eye. 
' It must be her shape,' thought the young Duke ; Mt is 
magical ! ' 

The rooms were full of various guests, and some of these 
weze presented to his Grace, who was, of course, an object 
of universal notice, but particularly by those persons who 
pretended not to be aware of his entrance. The party 
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uaembled at Cftstle Oacra consisted of aome thirty or forty 
peraona, all of great consideration, bnt of a different cha- 
racter trom anj with whom the T>ako of St. jRjnes had 
been acqn^tcd during his short experience of English 
society. They were not what are caJled fashionable people. 
We have no princes and no ambassadors, no duke who 
in a ^urmond, no earl who is a jockey, no mantBUTring 
mothers, no flirting danghters, no gambling sons, for your 
ontertaiiinic&t. There is no superfine gentlemno brought 
down specially from town to gauge the refinement of the 
manners of the party, ajid to prevent them, by his constant 
supervision and occasional sneer, from losing any of the 
beneficial restilts of their last campaign. We shall sadly 
want, too, a Lady Patroness to issue a decree or quote her 
code of consolidated etiquette. We are not sure that 
Almack's will ever be mentioned : quite sure that Maradan 
has never yet been heard of. The Jockey Club may be 
quoted, but Crockford will be a dead letter. As for ths 
rest, Boodle's is all we can promise ; miserable consola- 
tion for the bow-window. As for buffoons and artists, 
to amuae a vacant hour or sketch a vacaiit face, we must 
frankly tell you at onco that there ia not one. Are 
you irightened ? Will you go on ? Will you trust your- 
self with these savages ? Try. They are mdo, but they 
are hospitable. 

The party, we have said, were all persons of great con- 
sideration; noma were noble, moat were ricb, all had 
ancestors. There were the Earl and Connt«ss of Faulcon- 
court. He looked as if ho were Gt to reconquer Palestine, 
and she as if she were worthy to reward him for Uis valonr. 
Misplaced in this superior age, he was tarn fear and she 
»wn3 feprothe. There was Lord Mildmay, an English peer 
and a French colonel. Methinka such an incident might 
have been a better reason for a late measure than an 
Irishman being returned a member of our Imperial Parlia- 
ment, There was onr fidend Lord St. Jerome; of coarse 
his stepmother, yet young, and some sisters, pretty as 
nans. There were some cousins from tlie farthest north, 
Northurabria's bleakest bound, who came down upon York- 
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shire like the Gt>ths upon Italy, and were revelling in 
what thej considered a sonthem clime. 

There was an M.P. in whom the Catholics had hopes. 
He had made a great speech ; not only a great speech, but 
a great impression. His matter certainly was not new, 
bat well arranged, and his images not singularly original, 
but appositely introduced ; in short, a bore, who, speaking 
on a subject in which a new hand is indulged, and con- 
nected with the &milies whose cause he was pleading, was 
for once courteously listened to by the yery men who de- 
teimined to ayenge themselyes for their complaisance by a 
cough on the first opportunity. But the orator was pru- 
dent ; he reseryed himself, and the session closed with his 
£une yet full-blown. 

Then there were country neighbours in great store, with 
wiyes that were treasures, and daughters fresh as flowers. 
Among them we would particularise two gentlemen. They 
were great proprietors, and Catholics and Baronets, and 
consoled themselyes by their actiye maintenance of the 
game-laws for their inability to regulate their neighbours 
by any other. One was Sir Chetwode Chetwode of Chet- 
wode; the other was Sir Tichbome Tichbome of Tich- 
bome. It was not easy to see two men less calculated to 
be the slaves of a foreign and despotic power, which we all 
know Catholics are. Tall, and robust, and rosy, with 
hearts even stouter than their massy frames, they were 
just the characters to assemble in Bunnymede, and pro- 
bably, even at the present day, might have imitated their 
ancestors, even in their signatures. In disposition they 
were much the same, though they were friends. In person 
there were some differences, but they were slight. Sir 
Chetwode's hair was straight and white ; Sir Tichbome's 
brown and curly. Sir Chetwode's eyes were blue; Sir 
Tichbome's grey. Sir Chetwode's nose was perhaps a 
snub ; Sir Tichbome's was certainly a bottle. Sir Chet- 
wode was somewhat garrulous, and was often like a man 
at a play, in the wrong box I Sir Tichbome was somewhat 
taciturn ; but when he spoke, it was always to the purpose, 
and made an impression, even if it were not new. Both 
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were kind hearts ; but Sir Chetwode was joYial, Sir Tich- 
bomo rather stem. Sir Chetwode often broke into a joke ; 
Sir Tichbome sometimes backed into a sneer. 

A few of these characters were made known bj Mr. 
Dacre to his young friend, bat not many, and in an easy 
way; those that stood nearest. Introduction is a for- 
mality and a bore, and is neyer resorted to by your well- 
bred host, save in a casual way. When proper people 
meet at proper houses, they give each other credit for 
propriety, and slide into an acquaintance by degrees. 
The first day they catch a name ; the next, they ask you 

whether you are the son of G^eneral . * No ; he was my 

uncle.' *Ah! I knew him well. A worthy soul!' And 
then the thing is settled. You ride together, shoot, or 
fence, or hunt. A game of billiards will do no great harm; 
and when you part, you part with a hope that you may 
meet again. 

Lord Mildmay was glad to meet with the son of an old 
friend. He knew the late Duke well, and loved him better. 
It is pleasant to hear our fathers praised. We, too, may 
inherit their virtues with their lands, or cash, or bonds ; 
and, scapegraces as we are, it is agreeable to find a pre- 
cedent for the blood turning out well. And, after all, 
there is no feeling more thoroughly delightful than to be 
conscious that the kind being from whose loins we spring, 
and to whom we cling with an innate and overpowering 
love, is viewed by others with regard, with reverence, 
or with admiration. There is no pride like the pride of 
ancestry, for it is a blending of all emotions. How 
immeasurably superior to the herd is the man whose father 
only is famous ! Imagine, then, the feelings of one who 
can trace his line through a thousand years of heroes and 
of princes ! 

'Tis dinner ! hour that I have loved as loves the bard 
the twilight; but no more those visions rise that once 
were wont to spring in my quick fancy. The dream 
is past, the spell is broken, and even the lore on which I 
pondered in my first youth is strange as figures in Egyp- 
tian tombs. 



L.. 



THE YOUNG DUKE. 89 

No more, no more, oh ! never more to me, that hour 
shall bring its rapture and its bliss ! No more, no more, 
oh ! never more for me, shall Flavonr sit upon her thousand 
thrones, and, like a syren with a snnny smile, win to re- 
newed excesses, each more sweet ! Mj feasting days are 
over : me no more the charms of fish, or flesh, still less 
of fowl, can make the fool of that they made before. The 
fricandeau is like a dream of early love ; the fricassee, with 
which I have so often flirted, is like the tattle of the last 
quadrille ; and no longer are my dreams haunted with the 
dark passion of the rich ragout. Ye soaps ! o'er whose 
creation I have watched, like mothers o'er their sleeping 
child! Ye sauces! to which I have even lent a name, 
where are ye now? Tickling, perchance, the palate of 
some easy friend, who quite forgets the boon companion 
whose presence once lent lustre even to his ruby wine and 
added perfume to his perfumed hock ! 

Our Dake, however, had not reached the age of re- 
trospection. He pecked as prettily as any bird. Seated 
on the right hand of his delightful hostess, nobody could 
be better pleased; supervised by his jager, who stood 
behind his chair, no one could be better attended. He 
smiledy with the cabn, amiable complacency of a man who 
feels the world is quite right. 



CHAPTER IX. 



* How is your Grace's horse, Sanspareil ? * asked Sir Chet- 
wode Chetwode of Chetwode of the Duke of St. James, 
shooting at the same time a sly glance at his opposite 
neighbour. Sir Tichbome Tichbome of Tichbome. 

* Quite well, sir,' said the Duke in his quietest tone, but 
with an air which, he flattered himself, might repress 
farther inquiry. 

' Has he got over his fatigue ? ' pursued the dogged Ba- 
ronet, with a short, gritty laugh, that sounded like a loose 
drag-chain dangling against the stones. ' We all thought 
the Yorkshire air would not agree with him.' 
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' Tet, Sir Chetwcxlp, lliat could hardly be yoni Dpioion of 
Saiispureil,' snid Miss Dacre, ' for I think, if I remember 
right, I had the pleaBOre of mEikmg you eaconrage our 
glove manufactory.' 

Sir Chetwode looked a little confuaod. The Duke of St. 
■Tames, inspirited by hia fair ally, rallied, and hoped Sir 
Chetwode did not baok Ids steed to a fatal extent. ' If,' 
continued he, ' I had had the slightest idea that any friend 
of MisB Dacre waa indnlging in such an icdiscretioii, I 
certainly would have interfered, and have let him known 
that the horse was not to win.' 

* Is that a fact ? ' asked Sir Tichbome Ticbborae of 
Ticbbome, with a sturdy voice. 

' Can a Yorkshiroman doubt it F ' rejoined the Dnke. 
Waa it possible for anyone but a mere Newmarket dandy 
to have entertained for a moment the supposition that 
anyone but May Dacre should be the Queen of the St. 
Legsr?' 

' I have heard something of this before,' said Sir Tich- 
bome, ' but X did not believe it. A young friend of mine 
consulted me upon the subject. " Would you advise me," 
said he, "to settle?" "Why," said I, "if you can provn 
any bubble, my opinion ia, don't ; but if you cannot prove 
anything, my opinion ia, do." ' 

* Very just ! very true ! ' were murmured by many in 
the neighbourhood of the oracle ; by no one with more 
personal smcerity than Lady Tichbome herself! 

'I will writ* to my young friend,' continued the 
Baronet. 

' Oh, no ! ' said Miss Dacre. ' Hia Gnu^e's candour 
must not be abused. I have no idea of being robbed of 
my well-earned honours. Sir Tichbome, private conversa- 
tion must be respected, and the sanctity of domestic life 
muat not be profaned. If the tactics of Doncaster are no 
longer to be fair war, why, half the families in the Biding 
win be mined ! ' 

■ Still,' said Sir Ticbbome. 

But Mr. D[M:re, like a deity in a Trojan battle, inter- 
posed, and asked hia opiuiou of a keeper. 
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' I hope jon are a sportsmao/ said Miss Dacre to the 
Dnke, ' for this is the palace of Nimrod ! * 

* I have hunted ; it was not very disagreeable. I some 
times shoot ; it is not very stupid.' 

* Then, in &ct, I perceiye that yon are a heretic. Lord 
Eanlconconrt, his (3race is moralising on the barbarity of 
the chase.' 

' Then he has neyer had the pleasure of hunting in com- 
pany with Miss Dacre.' 

* Do yon indeed follow the hounds ?' asked the Duke. 

' Sometimes do worse, ride over them ; bnt Lord Faul- 
conconrt is fast emancipating me from the trammels of my 
frippery foreign education, and I have no doubt that, in 
another season, I shall fling off quite in siyle.' 

' You remember Mr. Annesley ? ' asked the Duke. 

* It is difficult to forget him. He always seemed to me 
to think that the world was made on purpose for him to 
have the pleasure of " cutting'* it.' 

* Yet he was your admirer ! ' 

' Yes, and once paid me a compliment. He told me it 
was the cmly one that he had ever uttered.' 

' Oh, Charley, Charley ! this is excellent. We shall have 
a tale when we meet. What was the compliment ? ' 

* It would be affectation in me to pretend that I have 
forgotten it. Nevertheless, you must excuse me.' 

* Pray, pray let me have it ! ' 

* Perhaps you will not like it ? ' 

* Now, I must hear it.' 

*Well then, he said that talldng to me was the only 
thing that consoled him for having to dine with you and 
to dance with Lady Shropshire.' 

' Charles is jealous,' drawled the Duke. 

' Of her Ghrace ? ' asked Miss Dacre, with much anxiety. 

' No ; but Charles is aged, and once, when he dined with 
me, was taken for my uncle.' 

The ladies retired, and the gentlemen sat barbarously 
long. Sir Chetwode Chetwode of Chetwode and Sir 
Tichbome Tichbome of Tichbome were two men who 
drank wine independent of Cushion, and exacted, to the 
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last glaaa, the identical quantitj which their fathers had 
drank half a centory before, and to which they had been 
used almost &om their cradle. The only subject of coa- 
versation was sporting. Terrible shots, more terrible runa, 
neat barrels, and pretty fencers. The Dake of St. James 
waa not sofficiently acquainted with the geography of the 
mansion to moke a premature retreat, an operation which 
is looked upon with an evil eye, and which, to bo sooceas- 
fu!, must be prompt and decisive., and executed with su- 
percilious nonchalance. So he consoled hiraaolf by a little 
chat with Lord Mildmay, who sat smiling, handBome, and 
mustachioed, with au empty glass, and who was as mnch 
out of water as he was out of wine. The Duke was not 
very learned in Parisian society ; but still, with the 
aid of the Duchess de Bern and the Duchess de Duras, 
Leontioe Fay, and Lady Stuart de Rothesay, they got on, 
and made out the time until Pui^tory ceased and Para- 
dise opened. 

For Paradise it was, although there were there assem- 
bled some thii-ty or forty persons not less dull than the 
majority of our dull race, and in those little tactics that 
make society less bardensome perhaps even less accom- 
plished, But a sunbeam will make even the cloudiest day 
break into smiles ; a bounding fawn will banish monotony 
even froni a wilderness ; and a glass of claret, or perohanco 
some stronger grape, will convert oven the platitude of 
ft goblet of water into a pleasing beverage, and so May 
Dacre moved among her guests, shedding light, life, and 
pleasure. 

She was not one who, shrouded in herself, leaves it to 
chance or fate to arauae the beings whom she has herself 
assembled within her halls. IS^ouchalance is the m4Her of 
your modern hostess ; and so long as the bouse be not on 
fire, or the iiirnituro not kicked, you may be even ignorant 
who is the priestess of the hospitable iane in which you 
worship. 

They are right ; men shrink from a fussy woman. And 
few can aspire to regulate the destinies of their species, 
even in so slight a point as an hour's amusement, without 
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rare powers. There is no greater sin than to be trop pro^ 
noncSe. A want of tact is worse than a want of virtue. 
Some women, it is said, work on pretty well against the 
tide without the last : I never knew one who did not sink 
who ever dared to sail without the first. 

Loud when they should be low, quoting the wrong 
person, talking on the wrong subject, teasing with notice, 
excruciating with attentions, disturbing a t^te-^tSte in 
order to make up a dance ; wasting eloquence in persuad- 
ing a man to participate in amusement whose reputation 
depends on his social sullenness ; exacting homage with a 
restless eye, and not permitting the least worthy knot to 
be untwined without their divinityships' interference ; pa- 
tronising the meek, anticipating the slow, intoxicated with 
compliment, plastering with praise, that you in return may 
gild with flattery; in short, energetic without elegance, 
active without grace, and loquacious without wit ; mistak- 
ing bustle for style, raillery for badinage, and noise for 
gaiety, these are the characters who mar the very career 
they think they 2xe creating, and who exercise a fatal in- 
fluence on the destinies of all those who have the misfortune 
to be connected with them. 

Not one of these was she, the lady of our tale. There 
was a quiet dignity lurking even under her easiest words 
and actions which made you feel her notice a compliment : 
there was a fascination in her calm smile and in her sunlit 
eye which made her invitation to amusement itself a 
pleasure. K you refused, you were not pressed, but leflb 
to that isolation which you appeared to admire; if you 
assented, you were rewarded with a word which made you 
feel how sweet was such society ! Her invention never 
flagged, her gaiety never ceased ; yet both were sponta- 
neous, and often were unobserved. All felt amused, and 
all were unconsciously her agents. Her word and her 
example seemed, each instant, to call forth from her com- 
panions new accomplishments, new graces, new sources of 
joy and of delight. All were surprised that they were so 
agreeable. 
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CHAPTER X. 

UOKHDia came, and the great majority of the gentlemen 
rose early as Anroi'B.. The cLose is the laTOorita pastime 
of man and boy ; yet some preferred plondering their host's 
preBcrvcB, by which meana their Blambers were not so 
brief and their breakfast less disturbed. The hatUie, 
however, in time, called forth its band, and tlien one by 
one, or two by two, or sometimes erea throe, leaning on 
each other's arms and emiling in each other's faces, the 
ladies dropped into the breaJdast-room at Ca«tle Dacre. 
There, tmtO two o'clock, a lonnging nieol might always be 
obtained, but generally hy twelve the coast waa clear ; for 
our party were a natural race of beings, and wonld have 
blushed if flaming noon had canght them napping in their 
easy coaches. Our bright bird. May Dacre, too, rose from 
her bower, full of the memory of the sweetest dreams, and 
fresh as hiies ere they kiss the snn. 

She bends before her ivory crudfij, and gazes on 
blessed motber'a foce, where the sweet Florentine 
tinged with hght a countenance 

Too fair for worBbip, too divine for lore! 

And Innocence has prayed for fresh support, and young 
Devotion told her holy beads. Slie rises with an eye of 
mellowed light, and her soft cheek ia tinted with the flush 
that comes from prayer. Guard over her, ye angels I 
wheresoe'or and whatsoe'er ye are ! For she shall be yonr 
meet companion in an after-day. Then love yocr gentle 
friend, this sinless child of clay ! 

The morning passed as mominga ever pass where twenty 
women, for the most part pretty, arc met together. Some 
read, some drew, some worked, all talked. Some wandered 
in the libnuj, and wondered why such great books were 
written. One sketched a favourite hero in the picture 
gallery, a Dacre, who had saved the State or Church, had 
fought at Creasy, or flourished at Windsor : another picked 
a flower out of the conservatory, and painted its powdeiud 
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petals. Here, a purse, half-made, promised, wheu finished 
quite, to make some hero happy. Then there was chat 
abont the latest £EU9hion8, caps and bonnets, seduisantesj 
and sleeves. As the day grew old, some rode, some 
walked, some drove. A ponj-chair was Lady Fanlcon- 
conrt's delight, whose arm was ronndlj turned, and graced 
the whip ; while, on the other hand, Ladj St. Jerome rather 
loved to try the paces of an ambling nag, because her 
figure was of the sublime ; and she looked not unlike an 
Amazonian queen, particularly when Lord Mildmay was 
her Theseus. 

He was the most consummate, polished gentleman that 
ever issued from the court of France. He did his friend 
Dacre the justice to suppose that he was a victim to his 
barbarous guests ; but for the rest of the galloping crew, 
who rode and shot all day, and in the evening fell asleep 
just when they were wanted, he shrugged his shoulders, 
and he thanked his stars ! Li short, Lord Mildmay was 
the ladies' man ; and in their morning dearth of beaux, to 
adopt their unanimous expression, ' quite a host I ' 

Then there was archery for those who could draw a bow 
or point an arrow ; and we are yet to learn the sight that 
is more dangerous for your bachelor to witness, or the 
ceremony which more perfectly develops all that the sex 
would wish us to remark, than this ' old English ' custom. 

With all these resources, all was, of course, free and 
easy as the air. Your appearance was your own act. K 
you Hked, you might have remained, like a monk or nun, 
iu your cell till dinner-time, but no later. Privacy and 
freedom are granted you in the morning, that you may not 
exhaust your powers of pleasing before night, and that you 
may reserve for those favoured hours all the new ideas 
that you have collected in the course of your morning 
adventures. 

But where was he, the hero of our tale ? Fencing ? 
Craning? Hitting? Missing? Is he over, or is he 
under ? Has he killed, or is he killed ? for the last is but 
the chance of war, and pheasants have the pleasure of 
sometimes seeing as gay birds as themselves with plumage 
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qnite as shattered. Got there is no diuigvr of the iiob1» 
OOunteDauce of the Duke of St. James bearing to-day any 
evidence of the oxploite of himself or his compamons. His 
Grace wns in one of hia snblime fits, and did not rise, 
Lnigi consoled himself for the bore of this protracted 
attendance by diddling the page in waiting at dominoa. 

The Dnko of St. James was ia one of his sablime fits. 
He had commenced by thinkiog of May Dacre, and he 
ended by thinking of himself. He was under that delicious 
and dreamy excitement which we experience when the 
image of a lovely and beloved object begins to mis itself 
np with onr own intense self-love. She was the heroine 
rather of an indefinite reverie than of definite romance. 
Instead of hia own image alone playing abont hia &noy, 
her beautiful fhce and springing figure intruded their 
exquisite presence. He no longer mused merely on his 
own voice and wit: lie called up her tonea of thrilling 
power; ho imagined her in all the triumph of her gay 
repartee. In hia mind's eye, he elearly watched all the 
graces of her existence. She moved, she gazed, she smUed. 
Now he was alone, and walking wilh her in some rich 
wood, Boijuestered, warm, aolemn, dim, feeding on the 
maaic of her voice, and gazing with intenseneas on the 
wakening paasiou of her devoted eye. Now they rode 
together, acudded over champaign, galloped down hills, 
scampered through valleys, all life, and gaiety, and viva^ 
city, and spirit. Now they were in courts and crowds ; 
and he led her with pride to the proudest kinga. He 
covered her with jewels; bat the world thought her 
brighter than his gems. Now they mot in the most un- 
ex}>ected and improbable manner ; now they parted with a 
tendemesa which subdned their sonla even more than rap- 
ture. Now ho saved her life : now she blessed his existence. 
Now his reverie was too vague and misty to deSne its 
gnbject. It was a stream of passion, joy, sweet voices, 
tender tonex, exalting bopea, beaming faces, chaate em- 
braces, immortal transports ! 

It was three o'clock, and for the twentieth time our hero 
made an effort to recaU himself to the realittes of life. 
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How cold, how tame, how lifeless, how imperfect, how 
inoonfleoutiye, did eveiything appear! This is the ctmso 
of Teverie. But they who revel in its pleasnres must bear 
its pains, and are content. Yet it wears out the brain, 
and unfits us for social life. They who indulge in it most 
are the slaves of solitude. Thej wander in a wilderness, 
and people it with their voices. They sit by the side of 
running waters, with an eye more glassy than the stream. 
The sight of a human being scares them more than a wild 
beast does a traveller ; the conduct of life, when thrust 
upon their notice, seems only a tissue of adventures 
without point ; and, compared with the creatures of their 
imagination, human nature seems to send forth only 
abortions. 

' I must up,' said the young Duke ; ' and this creature 
on whom I have lived for the last eight hours, who has, in 
herself, been to me the universe, this constant companion, 
this cherished Mend, whose voice was Passion and whose 
look was Love, will meet me with all the formality of a 
young lady, all the coldness of a person who has never 
even thought of me since she saw me last. Damnable 
delusion I To-morrow I will get up and hunt.* 

He called Luigi, and a shower-bath assisted him in taking 
a more healthy view of affairs. Yet his faithful fancy re- 
curred to her again. He must indulge it a little. He left 
off dressing and flung himself in a chair. 

* And yet,' he continued, ' when I think of it again, 
there surely can be no reason that this should not turn 
into a romance of real life. I perceived that she was a 
little piqued when we first met at Doncaster. Very na- 
tural! Very flattering! I should have been piqued. 
Certainly, I behaved decidedly ill. But how, in the name 
of Heaven, was I to know that she was the brightest little 
being that ever breathed ! Well, I am here now I She 
has got her wish. And I think an evident alteration has 
already taken place. But she must not melt too quickly. 
She will not ; she will do nothing but what is exquisitely 
proper. How I do love this child ! I dote upon her very 
image. It is the very thing that I have always been 

H 
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wanting. The women call me inconstantw I have neTex* 
bt3en constant. But they will not listen to ns without we 
fbign feelings, and then they upbraid us for not being 
influenced by them. I have sighed, I have sought, I have 
wept, for what I now have found. What would she giye 
to know what is passing in my mind ! By Heavens 1 there 
is no blood in England that has a better chance of being a 
Duchess! 
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A CANTER is the cure for every evil, and brings the mind 
back to itself sooner than all the lessons of Chrysippus and 
Grantor. It is the only process that at the same time 
calms the feelings and elevates the spirits, banishes blue 
devils and raises one to the society of * angels ever bright 
and fair.' It clears the mind ; it cheers the heart. It is 
the best preparation for all enterprises, for it puts a man 
in good humour both with the world and himself; and, 
whether you are going to make a speech or scribble a 
scene, whether you are about to conquer the world or 
yourself order your horse. As you bound along, your wit 
will brighten and your eloquence blaze, your courage grow 
more adamantine, and your generous feelings bum with 
a livelier flame. And when the exercise is over the 
excitement does not cease, as when it grows from music, 
for your blood is up, and the brilliancy of your eye is 
fed by your bubbling pulses. Then, my young friend, 
take my advice : rush into the world, and triumph will grow 
out of your quick life, like Victory bounding from the palm 
of Jove ! 

Our Duke ordered his horses, and as he rattled along 
recovered from the enervating eflects of his soft reverie. 
On his way home he fell in with Mr. Dacre and the two 
Baronets, returning on their hackneys irojn a hard-fought 
field. 

* Gaj sport y * asked his Grace. 

' A capital run. I think the last forty minutes the most 
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Bpliifcmg thing we have had for a long time!' answered 
Sir Ghetwode. * I only hope Jack Wilson will take care of 
poor Eannj. I did not half like leaving her. Your Grace 
does not join ns ? ' 

' I mean to do so ; bnt I am, nnfortanately, a late riser. 

* Hem ! ' said Sir Tichbome. The monosyllable meant 
much. 

* I have a horse which I think will snit your Grace,* said 
Mr. Dacre, ' and to which, in fact, you are entitled, for it 
bears the name of your house. You have ridden Haute- 
ville, Sir Tichbome ? ' 

* Yes ; fine animal ! ' 

* I shall certainly try his powers,' said the Duke. ' When 
is your next field-day ? ' 

'Thursday,' said Sir Tichbome; 'but we shall be too 
early for you, I am afraid,' with a gruff smile. 

' Oh, no ! ' said the young Duke, who saw his man ; ' I 
assure you I have beeoi up to-day nearly two hours. Let 
ns get on.' 

The first person that his Grace's eye met, when he 
entered the room in which they assembled before dinner, 
was Mrs. Dallington Vere. 

Dinner was a fietvourite moment with the Duke of St. 
James during this visit at Castle Dacre, since it was the 
only time in the day that, thanks to his rank, which he 
now doubly valued, he could enjoy a t6te-i-t^te with its 
blooming mistress. 

*I am going to hunt,' said the Duke, 'and I am to 
ride Banteville. I hope you will set me an example on 
Tfanrsday, and that I shall establish my character with Sir 
Tichbome.' 

' I am to lead on that day a bold band of archers. I have 
already too much neglected my practising, and I fear that 
my chance of the silver arrow is slight.' \ 

• I have betted upon you with everybody,' said the Duke | 
of St. James. { 

' Bemember Doncaster ! I am afraid that May Dacre will | 
again be the occasion of your losing your money.' \ 

aa ! 

i 



loo THE YOUNG DUKE. 

' But now I am on the right side. Together we must 
conquer.' 

'I have a presentiment that our union will not be a 
fortunate one.' 

* Then I am ruined,' said his Grace with rather a serious 
tone. 

' I hope you have not reallj staked anything upon such 
nonsense ? ' said Miss Dacre. 

' I have staked everything,' said his Grace. 

* Talking of stakes,' said Lord St. Jerome, who pricked up 
his ears at a congenial subject, ' do you know what they 
are going to do about that affair of Anderson's ? ' 

' What does he say for himself ? ' asked Sir Chetwode. 

' He says that he had no intention of embezzling the 
money, but that, as he took it for granted the point could 
never be decided, he thought it was against the usury laws 
to allow money to He idle.' 

* That fellow has always got an answer,' said Sir Tich- 
bome. ' I hate men who have always got an answer. 
There is no talking common sense with them.' 

The Duke made his escape to-day, and, emboldened by 
his illustrious example, Charles Faulcon, Lord St. Jerome, 
%nd some other heroes followed, to the great disgust of Sir 
Chetwode and Sir Tichborne. 

As the evening glided on conversation naturally fell 
upon the amusements of society. 

* I am sure we are tired of dancing every night,' said 
Miss Dacre. * I wonder if we could introduce any novelty. 
What think you, Bertha ? You can always suggest.' 

* You remember the tableaiix vivants f ' said Mrs. Dalling- 
ton Vere. 

' Beautiful ! but too elaborate a business, I fear, for us. 
We want something more impromptu. The tobbleaux are 
nothing without brilliant and accurate costume, and to 
obtain that we must work at least for a week, and then, 
after all, in all probability, a failure. lis sont trop re- 
cherchSSf* she said, lowering her voice to Mrs. Dallington, 
' powr nous id. They must spring out of a sociefy used to 
Buoh exhibitions.' 
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*I have a costume dress here,' said*'^e Duke of St. 

James. *' a '• 

' And I have a uniform,' said Lord Mildmiiy.* , ^ 

' And then,' said Mrs. Dallington, ' there toV*b^shmeres, 

and scarfs, and jewels to be collected. I see, havfdydr, you ; 

think it impossible.' 

* I fear so. However, we will think of it. Inf th^ ^ ' 
meantime, what shall we do now ? Suppose we act ' aJ / 
fairytale?' '••'•;- 

' None of the girls can act,' said Mrs. Dallington, with a '\|. 
look of kind pify. '', 

*' Let us teach them. That itself will be an amusement. I 
Suppose we act Cinderella ? There is the music of Cen- , 
drillon, and you can compose, when necessary, as you go 
on. Clara Howard ! ' said May Dacre, ' come here, love ! I 
We want you to be Cinderella in a little play.' 

' I act ! oh ! dear May ! How can you laugh at me so ! 
I cannot act.' { 

* You will not have to speak. Only just move about as 
I direct you while Bertha plays music' 

' Oh! dear May, I cannot, indeed ! I never did act. Ask 
Eugenia!' 

' Eugenia ! If you are afraid, I am sure she will faint. 
I asked you because I thought you were just the person 
for it.' 

' But only think,' said poor Clara, with an imploring 
voice, 'to act, May! Why, acting is the most difficult thing 
in the world. Acting is quite a dreadful thing. I know 
many ladies who will not act.' 

' But it is not acting, Clara. Well ! I will be Cinderella, 
and you shall be one of the sisters.' 

' No, dear May ! ' 

« WeU, then, the Fairy ? ' 

' No, dear, dear, dear May ! ' 

* Well, Duke of St. James, what am I to do with this 
rebellious troop ? ' 

' Let me be Cinderella ! ' 

* It is astonishing,' said Miss Dacre, 'the difficulty which 
you encounter in England, if you try to make people the 
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least wmnaing oe^-.Vjtry tke regular dull routine, which 
annooiLces danuB^as the beantiAil of diversions and oards 
as the saljUpie;' 

' We.dcrB&fbarians,' said the Dnke. 

' W^_ in^ not,' said Maj Dacre. ' What are tableaua^ | 

or .acted' charades, or romances, to masques, which were { 

4^e liplendid and Turions amasement of oar ancestora. ! 

\UJaAt Christmas we performed "Comns" herewith great j 

,' .^'i^ffect ; bnt then we had Amndel, and he is an admirahls 

• actor.' j 

' Gnise Amndel ! ' thought the Dnke. ' I had fot^tton | 

' I do not wonder,' said Ifrs. DaUington Vere, 'at people 
otgecting to act regnlar plays, for, independently of the 
ohjjeotione, not that I think anything of them myself, which | 
are nrged (gainst " private theatricals," the &ct is, to get 
up a play ia a trentendons bosisess, and one or two is yonr 
bound. Bnt masqnes, where there is so little to learn by 
rote, a great consideiatioD, where music aud song are so 
exquisitely introduced, where there is Buch an admirable 
opportnnily for brilliant costume, and where the scene 
may be beautiful without change; snoh an important point; 
I cannot help wondering that this national diverrion is nob 

' Suppose we were to act a romance without the cos- 
tume ? ' said the Duke. ' Let us consider it a rehearsal. 
And perhaps the Misses Howard will have no objection to 
aing?' 

' It is difSoult to find a suitable romance,' sud Hiss 
Dacre. ' All our modem English ones are too Aill of fine 
poetry. We tried once an old ballad, bnt it was too long. 
Last Christmas we got up a good many, and Amndel, 
Isabella, and myself used to scribble some nonsense for the 
occasion. But I am afraid they are all either burnt or 
taken away. I will look in the music-case.' 

She went to the music-case with the Duke and Mrs. 
DaUington. 

' No,' she continued ; ' not one, not a single one. But 
what are these P' She looked at some lines written in 



4 



I 



n. 

I cannot tell, unless it be, 

While all the rest are dancing, 
The Lady Alice, on the sea, 

With brightest eyes is glancing, 
Or mnses on the twilight hoar 
Will bring Childe Dacre to her bower. 

Mrs. DaUington Vere adyances as the Lady Alice. Her 
walk 18 abrupt, her look anxious and distracted; she 
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pencil in a music-book. * Oh ! here is sometliing ; too | 
slight, but it will do. You see,' she continued, reading it 
to ^e Duke, ' by the introduction of the same line in every 
Terse, describing the same action, a back-scene is, as it 
were, created, and the story, if you can call it such, pro- I 
ceeds in front. Beally, I think, we might make something | 
of this.' 
I Mr. Dacre and some others were at whist. The two 

Baronets were together, talking over the moming*s sport. ' 
Ecart6 covered a flirtation between Lord Mildmay and I 
I Lady St. Jerome. Miss Dacre assembled her whole troop ; 
and, like a manager with a new play, read in the midst of 
them the ballad, and gave them directions for their con- 
j duct. A japan screen was unfolded at the end of the 
I room. Two couches indicated the limits of the stage. ' 
' Then taking her guitar, she sang with a sweet voice and 
arch simplicity these simpler lines : — 

i 

I. 

Childe Dacre stands in his fathei^s hall, 
I While all the rest are dancing ; 

Childe Dacre gazes on the wall, 
While brightest eyes are glancing. 

Then prythee tell me, gentles gay! 
I What makes our Childe so dull to-day ? 

Each verse was repeated. In the background they 
daooed a cotQlon. Li the front, the Duke of St. James, as 
Childe Dacre, leant against the wall, with arms folded and 
eyes fixed ; in short, in most romantic mood, and in an 
attitude which commanded great applause. 
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seems to be listening for some signal. Slie falls into a 
mnsing attitude, motionless and gracefdl as a statne. 
Clara Howard alike marvels at her genius and her courage. 

ra. 

Ghilde Daere hears the curfew chime, 

While all the reat are dancing ; 
Unless I find a fitting rhyme, 

Oh 1 here ends my romancing 1 
But see ! her lover's at her feet! 
Oh I words of joy I oh I meeting sweet ! 

The Dnke advances, chivalric paasion in his every gestoe. 
The Lady Alice rushes to his arms with that look of 
trembling transport which tells the tale of stolen lore. 
They &11 into a group which would have made the fortune 
of an Annual. 

IV. 

Then let us hope, when next I sing, 

And all the rest are dancing. 
Our Ghilde a gentle bride may bring. 

All other joys enhancing. 
Then we will bless the twilight hour 
That call'd him to a lady's bower. 

The Duke led Mrs. Dallington to the dancers with 
courtly grace. There was great applause, but the spirit of 
fun and one-and-twenty inspired him, and he led off a 
gallop. In fact, it was an elegant romp. The two Baronets 
started from their slumbers, and Lord Mildmay called for 
Mademoiselle Dacre. The call was echoed. Miss Dacre 
yielded to the public voice, and acted to the life the 
gratified and condescending air of a first-rate performer. 
Lord Mildmay called for Madame Dallington. Miss Dacre 
led on her companion as Sontag would Malibran. There 
was no wreath at hand, but the Duke of St. James robbed 
his coat of its rose, and offered it on his knee to Made- 
moiselle, who presented it with Parisian feeling to her 
rival. The scene was as superb as anything at the 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

* Wb certaixilj must have a masqne,' said the yonng Duke, 
as lie threw himself into his chair, satisfied with his per- 
formance. 

' Yon must open Hanteville with one,' said Mrs. Dal- 
Hngton. 

' A capital idea ; bnt we will practise at Dacre first.' 

* When is Hanteville to be finished P ' asked Mrs. Dal- 
lington. ' I shall really complain if we are to be kept out 
of it much longer. I belieye I am the only person in the 
Biding who has not been there.' 

* I have been there,' said the Duke, ' and am a&aid I 
must go again ; for Sir Carte has just come down for a few 
days, and I promised to meet him. It is a sad bore. I 
wish it were finished.' 

* Take me with you,' said Mrs. Dallington ; * take us aU, 
?md let ns make a party.' 

* An admirable idea,' exclaimed the young Duke, with a 
brightening countenance. 'What admirable ideas you 
have, Mrs. Dallington ! This is, indeed, turning business 
into pleasure ! What says our hostess ? ' 

* I will join you.' 

'To-morrow, then?' said the Duke. 

* To-morrow ! You are rapid ! ' 

' Never postpone, never prepare : that is your ovm rule. 
To-morrow, to-morrow, all must go.' 

* Papa, will you go to-morrow to Hanteville ? ' 

* Are you serious ? ' 

' Yes,' said Miss Dacre : ' we never postpone ; we never 
prepare. 

' But do not you think a day, at least, had better inter- 
vene ? ' urged Mr. Dacre ; ' we shall be unexpected.' 

' I vote for to-moiTOw,' said the Duke. 

' To-morrow ! ' was the universal exclamation. To- 
morrow was earned. 

' I will write to Blanche at once,' said the Duke. 

Mrs. Dallington Vere ran for the writing materials, and 
his Grace indicted the following pithy note : — 
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' Half.past Ten, Castle Dacre. 
' Deas Sm Carte, 

* Our parly here intend to hononr Hanteville with a 
visit to-morrow, and anticipate the pleasure of viewing the 
improvements, with yourself for their cicerone. Let Baw- 
don know immediately of this. They tell me here that the 
sun rises about six. As we shall not be with you till noon, 
I have no doubt your united energies will be able to make 
all requisite preparations. We may be thirty or forty. 
Believe me, dear Sir Carte, 

' Your &ithful servant, 

' St. James. 

^ Carlstein bears this, which you will receive in an hour. 
Let me have a line by return.' 



CHAPTER Xm. 



It was a morning all dew and sunshine, soft yet bright, just 
fit for a hawking party, for dames of high degree, feathered 
cavaliers, ambling palfreys, and tinkling bells. Our Mends 
rose early, and assembled punctually. All went, and all 
went on horseback ; but they sent before some carriages for 
the return, in case the ladies should be wearied with ex- 
cessive pleasure. The cavalcade, for it was no less, broke 
into parties which were often out of sight of each other. 
The Duke and Lord St. Jerome, Clara Howard and Charles 
Faulcon, Miss Dacre and Mrs. Dallington, formed one, 
and, as they flattered themselves, not the leaat brilliant. 
They were all in high spirits, and his Gh*ace lectured on 
riding-habits with erudite enthusiasm. 

Their road lay through a country wild and woody, where 
crag and copse beautifully intermixed with patches of rich 
cultivation. Halfway, they passed Eosemont, a fanciful 
pavilion where the Dukes of St. James sometimes sought 
that elegant simplicity which was not afibrded by all the 
various charms of their magnificent Hauteville. At length 
they arrived at the park-gate of the castle, which might 
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itself haye passed for a tolerable mansion. It was ancient 
and embat^ed, flanked by a couple of sturdy towers, and 
gave a noble promise of the baronial pile which it an- 
nounced. The park was a petty principality; and its 
apparently illimitable extent, its rich variety of surface, its 
ancient woods and numerous deer, attracted the attention 
and the admiration even of those who had been bom in 
such magical enclosures. 

Away they cantered over the turf, each moment with 
their blood more sparkling. A turn in the road, and 
Hauteville, with its donjon keep and lordly flag, and many- 
windowed line of long perspective, its towers, and turrets, 
and terraces, bathed with the soft autumnal sun, met their 
glad sight. 

* Your Majesty is welcome to my poor castle ! ' said the 
young Duke, bowing with head uncovered to Miss Dacre. 

' Nay, we are at the best but captive princesses about to | 
be inmiured in that fearful keep ; and this is the way you , 
mock us ! ' . ! 

' I am content that you shall be my prisoner.' I 

* A struggle for freedom ! ' said Miss Dacre, looking | 
back to Mrs. Dallington, and she galloped towards the 
castle. 

Lord Mildmay and Lady St. Jerome cantered up, and I 
the rest soon assembled. Sir Carte came forward, aU 
smiles, with a clerk of the works bearing a portfolio of 
plans. A crowd of servants, for the Duke maintained an 
establishment at Hauteville, advanced, and the fair equest- 
rians were dismounted. They shook their habits and their 
curls, vowed that riding was your only exercise, and that 
dust in the earthly economy was a blunder. And then 
they entered the castle. 

Boom after room, gallery after gallery ; you know the 
rest. Shall we describe the silk hangings and the re- 
verend tapestry, the agate tables and the tall screens, the 
diina and the armour, the state beds and the curious ca- 
binets, and the fEunily pictures mixed up so quaintly with 
Italiaii and Flemish art ? But we pass fix)m meek Ma- 
donnas and seraphic saints, from gleaming Claudes and 
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GuidoB soft u Eve, from Rubens' satjrs aod AlboDo'a 
hojB, and even from those gay and natural medlejs, paint- 
ings tlmt cheer the heart, where frait and flower, with 
their brilliant bloom, call to a feast the bntterfly and bee ; 
we pass from these to square-headed ancestors by Holbein, 
all black velvet and gold chains ; cavaliers, by Vandyke, 
all lace and spnrs, with pointed beards, that did more 
erecution even than their pointed sworda ; patriots and 
generals, by Kneller, in Blenheim wigs and Steeuldrk 
cravats, all robes and armour ; scariet judges that snpported 
ship-money, and purple bishops, who Lad not been sent to 
the Tower, Here was a wit who had sipped his coffee at 
Button's, and there some mad Alcibiades duke who bad 
exhausted life ere be had finished youth, and yet tnight 
be consoled for all his flashing follies could he witness 
the bright eyes that lingered on his countenance, while 
they glaaced over all the patriotism and all the piety, all 
the illastrioas courage and all the historic craft, which, 
when living, it was daily told bim that he had shamed. Ye 
dames with dewy eyes that Loly drew ! have we forgotten 
you P No ! by that sleepy loveliness that reminds us that 
night belongs to beauty, ye were made for memory ! And 
oh ! our grand niothers, that we now look upon as girls, 
breathing in Reynolds's playful canvas, let us also pay onr 
homage to your grace ! 

The chapel, where you might trace art from the richly 

Gothic tomb, designed by some neighbouring abbot, to the 

last effort of Flaiman ; the riding-house, where, brightly 

frumod, looked down tipon yoa with a courtly smile the 

first and gartered duke, who had been Master of the 

Horse, were alike visited, and alike admired. They 

mounted the summit of the round tower, and looked 

around upon the broad county, which they were prond to 

call their own. Amid innumerable seats, where blaied the 

hearths of the best blood of England, they recognisad, 

with delight, the dome of Daore and the woods of Dal- 

l lington. They walked along a terrace not unworthy of 

Etiie promenade nf a court; they visited tbe flower gardens, 

■ where the peculiar style of every nation vras in turn 
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imitated ; they loitered in the vast conservatories, which 
were themselves a palace ; they wandered in the wilder* 
ness, where the invention of consummate art presented 
them with the ideal of nature. In this poetic solitude, 
where all was green, and still, and sweet, or where the only 
sound was falling water or fluttering birds, the young Duke 
recurred to the feelings which, during the last momentous 
week, had so mastered his nature, and he longed to wind 
his arm round the beautiful being without whom this en- 
chanting domain was a dreary waste. 

They assembled in a green retreat, where the energetio 
Sir Carte had erected a marquee, and where a collation 
g^reeted the eyes of those who were well prepared for it. 
Bawdon had also done his duty, and the guests, who were 
aware of the sudden manner in which the whole affair had 
arisen, wondered at the magic which had produced a result 
worthy of a week's preparation. But it is a great thing to 
be a young Duke. The pasties, and the venison, and the 
game, the pines, and the peaches, and the grapes, the cakes, 
and the confectionery, and the ices, which proved that the 
still-room at Hauteville was not an empty name, were all 
most popular. But the wines, they were marvellous ! And 
as the finest cellars in the country had been ransacked for 
excellence and variety, it is not wonderful that their pro- 
duce obtained a panegyric. There was hock of a century 
old, which made all stare, though we, for our part, cannot 
see, or rather taste, the beauty of this antiquity. Wine, 
like woman, in our opinion, should be not too old, so we 
raise our altar to the infant Bacchus ; but this is not the 
creed of the million, nor was it the persuasion of Sir 
Ghetwode Ghetwode or of Sir Tichbome Tichbome, good 
judges both. The Johannisberger quite converted thenu 
They no longer disliked the young Duke. They thought 
him a fool, to be sure, but at the same time a good-natured 
one. In the meantime, all were interested, and Garlstein 
with his key bugle^ from out a neighbouring brake, afforded 
the only luxury that was wanting. 

It is six o'clock, carriages are ordered, and horses are 
harnessed. Back, back to Dacre I But not at the lively 
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rate at which thej bad left that lordly hall this momuig. 
Thej are all aliko mclined to move slowly ; they are silentT 

yet serene and satisfied ; they ponder upon the reminis- 
cences of a deiightliil morning, and also of a delightful 
meal. Perhaps they are a little weary ; perhaps they wish 
to gaze upon the snnset. 

It !9 eight o'clock, and they ent*r the park gates. Dinner 
is nniversaJly voted a bore, even by the Baronets. Coffee 
covers the retreat of many a wearied bird to her evening 
bower. The rest lounge on a conch or aofa, or chew the 
cad of memory on an ottoman. It was a day of pleaswe 
which bad been pleasant. That was certain ; but that wn-i 
past. Who is to bo Dachess of St. James? Answer thiB. 
May Daere, or Bortlia Vere, or Clar» Uownrd ? Lady St. 
Jerome, is it to be a danghter of thy house ? Lady Falcon- 
court, art thou to be hailed bs the unrivalled mother ? "Tis 
mystery all, as must always be the future of this world. 
We muse, we plan, we hope, hut nought is certain but that 
which is nought ; for, a question answered, a donht satisfied, 
on end attained ; what are they but fit companions for 
clothes out of fashion, cracked china, and broken fkns? 

Onr hero was neither wearied nor sleepy, for his mind 
was too full of exciting fancies to think of the interests of 
his body. As all were withdrawing, he threw hia cloak 
about him and walked on the terrace. It was a night sofb 
as the rhyme that sighs from Rogers' shell, and brilliant as 
B phrase jnst turned by Moore. The thousand stars smiled 
from their bine pavilions, and the moon shed the mild light 
that makes a lover muse. iVagrance came in airy waves 
from trees rich with the golden orange, and &om out the 
woods there ever and aunn arose a sound, deep and yet 
hushed, and mystical, and soft, It could not be the windl 

His heart wa,3 full, bis hopes were sweet, his late pledged 
on a die. And in this sbnne, where all was like his lore, 
immaculate and beautiful, he vowed a faith which had not 
been returned. Sncb is the madness of love ! Such is the 
magic of beauty ! 

Uusic rose upon the air. Some huntsmen were practis- 
ing their horns. The triumphant strain elevaUid his liigh 
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hopes, the tender tone accorded with his emotions. He 
paced np and down the terrace in excited reverie, fed by 
the mnsic. In imagination she was with him : she spoke, 
she smiled, she loved. He gazed npon her beaming conn- 
tenanoe : his soul thrilled with tones which only she conld 
ntter. He pressed her to his throbbing and tnmnltnons 
bioast! 

The music stopped. He fell from his seventh heaven. 
He felt all the exhaustion of his prolonged reverie. All 
was flat, dull, unpromising. The moon seemed dim, the stars 
were surely feuling, the perfume of the trees was &int, the 
wind of the woods was a howling demon. Exhausted, dis- 
pirited, ay \ almost desperate, with a darkened soul and 
ctaggering pace, he regained his chamber. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



Thebb is nothing more strange, but nothing more certain, 
than the different influence which the seasons of night and 
day exercise upon the moods of our minds. Him whom 
the moon sends to bed with a head full of misty meaning 
ihe sun will summon in the morning with a brain clear and 
lucid as his beam. Twilight makes us pensive ; Aurora is 
the goddess of activiiy. Despair curses at midnight ; Hope 
blesses at noon. 

And the bright beams of Phoebus ; why should this good 
old name be forgotten ? called up our Duke rather later 
than a monk at matins, in a less sublime disposition than 
that in which he had paced among the orange-trees of Dacre. 
His passion remained, but his poetry was gone. He was 
all confidence, and gaiety, and love, and panted for the 
moment when he could place his mother's coronet on the 
only head that was worthy to share the proud fortunes of 
the house of Hauteville. 

* Luigi, I will rise. What is going on to-day ?' 

* The gentlemen are all out, your Grace.' 
' And the ladies ? ' 

* Are going to the Archery Ground, your Grace.' 
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' All ! she will be thei-e, Lnjgi P ' 

' YeB, your Grace,* 

' My robe, Laigi.' 

' Tbs, your Grace.* 

' I forgot what I was going to say. Lnigi ! ' 

' Yea, your Grace.' 

' Luiyi, Luigi, Lolgi,' hamnied tlie Dnke, perfectly un- 
OODBOions, and beating time 'with liis brosL. Kis valet 
Blared, bnt more when his lord, vrith eyes fixed on the 
ground, fell into a soliloqay, cot a word of which, most 
provokingly, was audible, eicept to my reader. 

' How beautifiil she looked yesterday upon the keep 
when she tried to find Dacre ! I never saw snch eyes in 
lay life ! 1 must speak to Lftwrence immediately. I think 
I must have her face painted in four poaitions, like that 
picture of I^y Alice Gordon by Sir Joshua. Her &11 
face is sublime ; and yet there is a piquancy is the profile, 
which I am not snre ; and yet again, when her countenance 
is a little bent towards you, and her nock gently turned, I 
think that is, after all ; but then when her eyes meet yours, 
fiill ; oh ! yea ! yea ! yes ! That first look at Doncaster. It 
is impressed upon my brain tike tielf-conscionsneeB. I 
never can forget it. But then her smile I When she sang 
on Tuesday night ! By HeaveuB ! ' he exclaimed aloud, 
' life with enoh a creature is immortality ! ' 

About one o'clock the Duke descended into empty 
chambers. 14'ot a soul was to be seen. The birds had 
flown. He dotennined to go to the Archery Ground. Ho 
opened the door of the music-room. He found Miss Dacre 
alone at a table, writing. She looked njK and his heart 
yielded as her eye met his. 

' You do not join the nymphs ? ' asked the Duko. 

' I have lent my bow,' she satd, ' to as able snbstitnte.' 

She resumed her task, which he perceived was copying 
music. He advanced, ho seated himself at the table, and 
b^an playing with a pen. He gazed upon her, his soul 
thrilled with unwonted sensations, his frame shook with 
emotions which, for a moment, deprived him even of speech 
At length he fpoke in a low and tremulous touo : — 
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' T fear I am disturbing jou, Miss Dacre ? ' 

' By no means,' she said, with a courteous air ; and theii, 
remembering she was a hostess, 'Is there anything that 
you require ? ' 

' Much ; more than I can hope. O Miss Dacre ! suffer 
me to tell you how much I admire, how much I love you ! * 

She stiirted, she stared at him with distended eyes, and 
her small mouth was open like a ring. 

•My Lord!' 

• Yes ! ' he continued in a rapid and impassioned tone. 
• I at length find an opportunity of giving way to feelings 
which it has been long difficult for me to control. O beau- 
tiful being ! tell me, tell me that I am blessed ! ' 

• My Lord ! I, I am most honoured ; pardon me if I say, 
most surprised.' 

' Yes ! from the first moment that your ineflable loveli- 
ness rose on my vision my mind has fed upon your image. 
Our acquaintance has only realised, of your character, all 
that my imagination had preconceived. Such unrivalled 
beauty, such unspeakable grace, could only have been the 
companions of that exquisite taste and that charming 
delicacy which, even to witness, has added great felicity to 
my existence. Oh ! tell me ; tell me that they shall be for 
me something better than a transient spectacle. Con- 
descend to share the fortune and the fate of one who only 
esteems his lot in life because it enables him to offer you a 
station not utterly unworthy of your transcendent excel- 
lence ! ' 

• I have permitted your Grrace to proceed too far. For 
your, for my own sake, I should sooner have interfered, 
but, in truth, I was so astounded at your unexpected ad- 
dress that I have but just succeeded in recalling my scattered 
eenses. Let me again express to you my acknowledgments 
for an honour which I feel is great ; but permit me to 
regret that for your offer of your hand and fortune these 
acknowledgments are all I can return.' 

• Miss Dacre ! am I then to wake to the misery of being 
rejected ?* 

' A little week ago, Duke of St. James, we were strangers. 
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It would be hard if it were in the power of either of □& 
now to deliver the other to misery.' 

* Yoa are otfended, then, at the presumption which, on 
BO slight au acquaintance, Las itspirod to your hand. It ia 
indeed a high possession. I thonght only of you, not of 
myself. Tour perfections require no time for recognition. 
Perhaps my imperfections require tinie for indulgence. 
Lot me then hope ! ' 

' You have misconceived my meaning, and I regret that 
a foolish phrase should occasion you the trouble of trosh 
solicitude, and me tbe paiu of reuewed refusal In a word, 
it is not in my power to accept yoar hand.* 

He rose &om the table, and stifled the groan which 
struggled in Lis throat. He paced up and down the room 
with an agitated step and a convulsed brow, which marked 
the contest of Lis passions. But he was not desperate. 
Hia heart was full of high resolves and mighty meanings, 
indeBuite but great. He felt like some conqueror, who, 
marking the battle going against him, proud in his infinite 
resources and invincible power, cannot credit the madness 
of a defeat. And the lady, she leant her bead upon her 
delicate arin, aud screened her countenance from hia 
Borutiny, 

He advanced . 

' Miss Daore ! pardon tliis prolonged intrusion ; foi^ve 
'Jiis renewed discourse. But let me only hope that a moi-e 
favoured rival is the cause of my despair, and I will thank 

* My Lord Duke,' she said, looking up with a faint blush, 
but with a flashing eye, and in an audible and oven energetic 
tone, 'the qnestion you ask is neither fair nor manly ; hnt, 
OS you choose to press mo, I will say that it requires no 
recollection of a third person to make me decline the honour 
which you intended me.' 

'Miss Dacre! yon speak in anger, almost in biltemosE. 
Believe roe,' ho added, rather with on air of pique, ' bad I 
imagined &om your conduct towards me that I was an 
object of dislike, I would have spared you this iuoonr 
e aud mj'self this humiliation.' 
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'Ac Castle Dacre, mj conduct to all its inmates is the 
Bame. The Duke of St. James, indeed, hath both hereditary 
and personal claims to be considered here as something 
better than a mere inmate ; but jour Grace has elected to 
disaolve all connection with our house, and I am not desirous 
of assisting you in again forming any.' 

' Harsh words, Miss Dacre ! ' 

' Harsher truths my Lord Duke,' said Miss Dacre, rising 
from her seat, and twisting a pen with agitated energy. 
• You have prolonged this interview, not I. Let it end, for 
I am not skilful in veiling my mind ; and I should regret, 
here at least, to express what I have hitherto succeeded in 
concealing.' 

' It cannot end thus,' said his Grace : * let me, at any 
rate, know the worst. You have, if not too much kindness, 
at least too much candour, to part so ! ' 

' I am at a loss to understand,' said Miss Dacre, ' what 
other object our conversation can have for your Grace than 
to ascertain my feelings, which I have already declared more 
than once, upon a point which you have already more tlian 
once urged. If I have not been sufficiently explicit or 
sufficiently clear, let me tell you, sir, that nothing but the 
request of a parent whom I adore would have induced me 
even to speak to the person who had dared to treat him 
with contempt.' 

* Miss Dacre ! ' 

* You are moved, or you affect to be moved* 'Tis well : 
if a word from a stranger can thus affect you, you may 
be better able to comprehend the feelings of that person 
whose affections you have so long outraged ; your equal 
in blood, Duke of St. James, your superior in all other 
respects.' 

* Beautdful being ! ' said his Grace, advancing, falling on 
his knee, and seizing her hand. * Pardon, pardon, pardon ! 
Like your admirable sire, forgive ; cast into oblivion all 
remembrance of my fatal youth. Is not your auger, is 
not this moment, a bitter, an utter expiation for all my 
folly, all my thoughtless, all my inexperienced folly; for it 
was no worse P On my knees, and in the fftco of Heaven, 
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let me pray you to be mine. I hare staked my Imppiness 
upon this vtmturo. In your power is my fiite. On yoa it 
ilopends whotliei' I sliall discharge my duty to society, to 
the conntry to which I owe bo muoli, or whether I shall 
move in it without &n aim, an object, or a hope. Think, 
think only of the sympathy of our dispositions ; the simi- 
larity of our tastes. Think, think only of the felicity that 
might be ours. Think- of the nnirorHsl good we might 
Bchieve ! Is there anything that human reason could require 
that we could sot command ? any object which Imman mind 
oonid imagine that we could not obtain F And, as for my- 
Beli^ I swear that I will be the creature of your will. Nay, 
nay ! oaths are mockery, vows are idle ! Is it possible to 
■hare existence with you, beloved girl j without vratching 
for your every wish, without ' 

' My Lord Duke, this must end. Ton do not recommend 
yonraelf to me by this rhapsody. What do you know of 
me, that yon shontd feel alt this F I may be different from 
what you expected ; that is all. Another week, and another 
woman may command a BUnilar eifasion. I do not helieve 
yott to be insincere. There would be niore liope for yon if 
you were. Yon act from trapulBO, and not from principle. 
Thia is your best excuse for your conduct to my father. 
It is one that I accept, but which will certainly ever prevent 
me from becoming your wife. Farewell ! ' 

* Nay, nay ! let ns not part in enmity ! ' 

' Enmity and friendship are strong words ; words that 
BrFO much abused. There is another, which must describe 
our feelings towards the majority of mankind, and mine 
towards you. Substitute for enmity indifference.' 

She quitted the room: he remained there for some 
minutes, leaning on the mantelpiece, and then rushed into 
the park. He hnrricd for somo distance with the rapid 
&nd uncertain step wlilch betokens a tnmultnons and dis- 
ordered mind. At length he found himself among the mins 
of Dacre Abbey. The silence and solemnily of the scene 
made him consciouB, by the contrast, of his own agitatod 
Bzistoace ; the dosoiation of the beautiful ruin accorded 
with his own crushed and beautiful hopes. He sat himacif 
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afe the feet of the clastered columns, and, covering his face 
with his hands, he wept. 

They were the first tears that he had shed since child- 
hood, and they were agonj. Men weep bat once, but then 
their tears are blood. We think almost their hearts must 
crack a httle, so heartless are they ever after. Enough 
of this. 

It is bitter to leave our father's hearth for the first time ; 
hitter is the eve of our return, when a thousand fears rise 
in oar haunted souls. Bitter are hope deferred, and self- 
reproach, and power unrecognised. Bitter is poverty ; 
bitterer still is debt. It is bitter to be neglected ; it is moro 
bitter to be misunderstood. 

It is bitter to lose an only child. It is bitter to look upon 
the land which once was ours. Bitter is a sister's woe, 
a brother's scrape ; bitter a mother's tear, and bitterer 
still a father's curse. Bitter are a briefless bag, a curate's 
bread, a diploma that brings no fee. Bitter is half-pay ! 

It is bitter to muse on vanished youth ; it is bitter to lose 
an election or a suit. Bitter are rage suppressed, ven- 
geance on wreaked, and prize-money kept back. Bitter are 
a fiedling crop, a glutted market, and a shattering spec. 
Bitter are rents in arrear and tithes in kind. Bitter are 
salaries reduced and perquisites destroyed. Bitter is a 
tax, particularly if misapplied ; a rate, particularly if em- 
bexzled. Bitter is a trade too full, and bitterer still a trade 
that has worn out. Bitter is a bore ! 

It is bitter to lose one's hair or teeth. It is bitter to find 
our ft.Timiii.1 charge exceed our income. It is bitter to hear 
of others' fsune when we are boys. It is bitter to resign 
the seals we fedn would keep. It is bitter to hear the winds 
blow when we have ships at sea, or friends. Bitter are a 
broken friendship and a dying love. Bitter a woman 
Bcomed, a man betrayed ! 

Bitter is the secret woe which none can share. Bitter 
are a brutal husband and a faithless wife, a silly daughter 
and a sulky son. Bitter are a losing card, a losing horse. 
Bitter the public hiss, the private sneer. Bitter are old 
age without respect, manhood without wealth, youth with- 
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trntfem^. Bitter ia the east wiod's blast; bit(«r a step- 
dame's kiss. It ia bitter to mark the woe wbioh we cuonot 
relieve, It is bitter to die in a foreign land. 

Bat bitterer for than this, than these, than all, ia waking 
from onr first delnsion ! For then we first feel the nothing- 
ness of self; that heU of sanguine spirits. All ia dreary, 
blank, uxA cold. The son of hope sets without a ray, and 
the dim night of dark despair shadows only phantoms. 
The spirits that guard round us in our prido have gone. 
Fancy, weeping, flies. Imagiuation droops hor ghttering 
pinions and sinks into the earth. Courage has no heart, 
and love seems a traitor. A busy demon whispers in our 
ear that all is vain and worthless, and we among the vainest 
of a worthless crew ! 

And so our young friend here now depreciated a.s much 
as he had before eioggeratcd his powers. There seemed not 
on the earth's face a more forlorn, a more feeble, a leas oeti> 
mable wretch than btmself, but just now a hero. ! what 
a fool, what a miserable, contemptible fool waa he ! With 
what a light tongue and lighter heart had he spoken of this 
woman who despised, who spumed him 1 His face blushed, 
ay ! burnt, at the remembrance of his reveries and his fond 
monologues ! the very recollection made him shndder with 
disgust. Ho looked up to see if any demon were jeering 
him among the ruins. 

His heart was so crushed that Hopo could not find even 
one desolate chamber to smile in. Qis conrago was so 
cowed that, far from indalging in the distant romance to 
which, under these circnmstanccs, we sometimes fly, ha 
only wondered at the absolute insanity which, for a mo- 
ment, had permitted him to aspire to her possession. 
' Sympathy of dispositions ! Similarity of tastes, forsooth [ 
Why, we are different eitiatenceB ! Nature conld never 
have made us for the same world or with the same clay ! 

consummate being I why, why did we meet ? Wliy, 
why are my eyes at length unsealed ? WTiy, why do I at 
length feel conscious of my uttor woi'thlessneBH ? God! 

1 am miserable I ' 
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He arose and hastened to the honse. He gave orders to 
Laigi and his people to follow him to Bosemonnt with all 
practicable speed, and having left a note for his host with 
the nsnal excnse, he mounted his horse, and in half an 
hour's time, with a coimtenance like a stormy sea, was 
galloping through the park gates of Dacre. 
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CHAPTER I. 

The day afler the arrival of the Duke of St. James at Cleve 
Park, his host, Sir Lucias Grafbon, received the following 
note from Mrs. Dallington Vere : 

« Castle Dacre, , 182—. 

' Mt dear Baronet, 

' Your pigeon has flown, otherwise I shonld have tied 
- this nnder his wing, for I take it for granted he is trained 
too dexterously to alight anywhere but at Cleve. 

' I confess that in this affair your penetration has ex- 
ceeded mine. I hope thronghout it will serve you as weU. 
I kept my promise, and arrived here only a few hoars afler 
him. The prejudice which I had long observed in the little 
Dacre against your proteg6 was too marked to render any 
interference on my part at once necessary, nor did I anti- 
cipate even beginning to give her good advice for a month 
to come. Heaven knows what a month of his conduct 
might have done ! A month achieves such wonders ! And, 
to do him justice, he was most agreeable ; but our young 
gentleman grew impetuous, and so the day before yesterday 
he vanished, and in the most extraordinary manner! 
Sudden departure, unexpected business ; letter and servants 
both lefb behind ; Monsieur grave, and a little astonished ; 
and the Demoiselle thoughtful at the least, but not curious. 
Very suspicious this last circumstance ! A flash crossed 
my mind, but I could gain nothing, even with my most 
dexterous wiles, from the little Dacre, who is a most un- 
manageable heroine. However, with the good assistance 
of a person who in a French tragedy would figure as my 



I. __ 



THE YOUNG DUKE. 121 

confidante, and who is the sister ^f yonr Lachen, something 
was learnt from Monsieur le Valet, to say nothing of the 
page. All agree; a conntenance pale as death, orders given 
in a low voice of suppressed passion and sundry oaths. I 
hear he sulked the night at Bosemount. 

* Now, my good Luoy, listen to me. Lose no time about 
the great object. J£ possible, let this autumn be distin- 
guished. You have an idea that our friend is a very ma- 
nageable sort of personage; in phrase less courteous, is 
sufficiently weak for all reasonable purposes. I am not 
quite so clear about this. He is at present very young, and 
his character is not formed ; but there is a something about 
him which makes me half fear that, if you permit his know- 
ledge of life to increase too much, you may quite fear having 
neglected my admonitions. At present his passions are 
high. Use his blood while it is hot, and remember that if 
you count on his rashness you may, as nearly in the pre- 
sent instance, yourself rue it. In a word, despatch. The 
deed that is done, you know 

' My kindest remembrances to dear Lady Afy, and tell 
her how much I regret I cannot avail myself of her most 
friendly invitation. Considering, as I know, she hates me, 
I really do feel flattered. 

* You cannot conceive what Vandals I am at present 
among ! Nothing but my sincere regard for you, my much- 
valued friend, would induce me to stay here a moment. I 
have received from the countenance of the Dacres aU the 
benefit which a marked connection with so respectable and 
so moral a family confers, and I am tired to death. But it 
is a well-devised plan to have a reserve in the battles of 
society. You understand me ; and I am led to believe that 
it has had the best e£fect, and silenced even the loudest. 
*' Confound their politics ! " as dear little Squib says, from 
whom I had the other day the funniest letter, which I have 
half a mind to send you, only you figure in it so much ! 

' Burlington is at Brighton, and all my friends, except 
yourself. I have a few barbarians to receive at Dallington, 
and then I shall be off there. Join us as quickly as you 
can. Do you know, I think that it would be an ezcelleni 
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looaU for tLo Kena. We might drive them o-rer to Dieppe : 
only ilo not pat off your Tieit too long, or else there will be 
■to steam era. 

' The Duke of Shropshire has had a fit, hut milled. Ho 
vows he w&s only picking np a letter, or tying his shoe- 
Btring, or Bometbing of that kind ; bnt Ruthven eaye ho 
dined off botiditie a la Sefimt, and that, after a certain age, 
yon know 

' Lord Darrell ifl with Annesley and Co. I nnderatand, 
most friendly towards me, which is pleasant; and Charles, 
who is my firm ally, takes care to confirm the kind feeling. 
I am glad about tliis. 

' Felix Crawlegh, or Crawley, as some say, has had an 
affair with Tommy Seymour, at Grant's. Felix was grand 
ftbont poi-ter, or something, which ho never drank, and 
fttl tliat. Tommy, who knew nothing about the brewing 
fiither, asked him, very innocently, why malt liquors had so 
degenerated. Conceii^e the agony, particularly aa Lady 
Selina is said to hare no riolent aversion to quartering her 
arms with a mash -tub, argent 

' The Macaronis are moat hospitable this year ; and the 
Uarqness aaya that the only reason thatthey kept in before 
was because he was dotermitied to see whether economy 
Kraa practicable. He finds it ia not; so now expense is no 

' Angustns Henley is about bo become a senator t What 
do you think of this ? He says he has tried everything 
for an honest livelihood, and even onco bognn a novel, bat 
could not get on ; which, Bquib 8*3™, ts odd, becaase there 
is ft receipt going abont for that operation which saves all 
trouble : 

' " Take a pair of piatola and a pa«k of cards, a cookeiy- 
book and a set of new quadrillea ; mis them np with half 
an intrigue and Eb whole marriage, and divide them into 
throe equal portions." Now, as Angnstus has both fought 
and gamed, dined and danced, I suppnue it was the morality 
which posed him, or perhaps the marriage. 

' They say there ia aometliiug about Lady Flutter, but, I 
■lioald think, all talk. Most probably, a report set abont 
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by her Ladyship. Lord Flame has been blackballed, that 
is certaiiu But there is no more news, except that the 
Wiltshires are going to the Continent : we know why ; and 
that the Spankers are making more dash than ever : God 
knows how ! Adieu ! B. D. V.' 

The letter ended ; all things end at last. A sho-corro- 
spondent for our money; provided always that she does 
not cross. 

Our Duke ; in spite of his disgrace, he still is ours, and 
yours too, I hope, gentlest reader ; our Duke found himself 
at Gleve Park again, in a different circle from the one to 
which he had been chiefly accustomed. The sporting world 
received him with open arms. With some of these worthies, 
as owner of Sanspareil, he had become slightly acquainted. 
But what is half a morning at Tattersall's, or half a week 
at Doncaster, compared with a meeting at Newmarket ? 
There your congenial spirits congregate. Freemasons 
every man of them ! No uninitiated wretch there dares to 
disturb, with his profane presence, the hallowed mysteries. 
There the race is not a peg to hang a few days of dissipa- 
tion on, but a sacred ceremony, to the celebration of which 
all men and all circumstances tend and bend. No balls, no 
concerts, no public breakfasts, no bands from Litolf, no 
singers from Welsh, no pineapples from Gunter, are there 
called for by thoughtless thousands, who have met, not 
from any affection for the Turf's delights or their neigh- 
bour's cash, but to sport their splendid liveries and to 
disport their showy selves. 

The house was frdl of men, whose talk was full of bets. 
The women were not as bad, but they were not plentiful. 
Some lords and signers were there without their dames. 
Lord Bloomerly, for instance, alone, or rather with his 
eldest son. Lord Bloom, just of age, and already a know- 
ing hand. His father introduced him to all his friends 
with that smiling air of self-content which men assume 
when they introduce a youth who may show the world what 
they were at his years ; so the Earl presented the young 
Yisoount as a lover presents his miniature to his mistress. 



_ \ 



124 



THE VOCSC DUKE. 



Lady Afy shono in unapprouchixl porrection. A ifull Mar- 
chioncRs, a gwiicha Viscoaiitiees, and some other dames, who 
did not look like the chores of this Di&ca, acted as capital 
foils, and permitted her to meet her cavalier under what 
ftro coiled the most favourable auspices. 

They dined, and discussed the agricnitnrat interest in 
all its Qihaasted ramiBcations. Wheat was sold over again, 
even at a higher price ; poachers were recalled to life, or 
from beyond aeas, to be re-killed or ro-t ran sported. Tho 
poor-laws were a very rich topic, and tho poor lands a very 
rainoas one. But all this waa merely tho light converaa- 
Uou, jnst to vary, in an agreeu-ble mode, which all could 
understand, tho regnlar material of diaconrse, and that 
was of stakes and Btallionfi, pedigrees and plates. 

Our party rose early, for their pleasure was their bnsi- 
Bess. Here were no lonng^iug dandies and no exclnsiVB 
belles, who kept their bowers until hunger, which also 
drives down wolves from the Pyrenees, broaghfc them from 
their mystical cbambcra to luncheon and to life. In aboriv 
an air of interest, a serious and a thoughtful look, 
every conntenance. Faaliion was kicked to tho devil, t 
they were all too much in earnest to have any time for 
afl'ectation. 

Breakfast was over, and it was n regular meal at which 
all attended, aud they hurried to tho course. It seems, 
when the party arrive, that tbey are tho only spectators. 
A party or two come oa to keep them company, A club 
discharges a crowd of gontleraeu, a stable a crowd of 
^^rootuB. At length a sprinkling of human beings is col- 
lected, but all ia wondrous still and wondrous cold. The 
only thing that gives sign of life is Lord Breedall's movablo 
stand ; and the ouly intimation that fire is still an element 
is the sailing breath of a stray cigar. 

' This, then, is Newmarket ! ' exclaimed tho young 
Duke. ' If it required five-and- twenty thonsand ponnda 
to make Doncaster amusing, a plnm, at least, will go in 
ren deling Newmarket eudui-able. 

But tho youDg Duke was wrong. There was a fine race, 
and the connoisseurs got ocithusiastic. Sir Ijiicius Grafton 
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was the winner. The Doke sympathised with his friend's 
success. 

He began galloping about the course, and his blood 
warmed. He paid a visit to Sanspareil. He heard his 
steed was still a favourite for a coming race. He backed 
his steed, and Sanspareil won. He began to find New- 
market not so disagreeable. In a word, our friend was in an 
entirelj new scene, which was exactly the thing he required. 
He was interested, and forgot, or rather forcibly expelled 
from his mind, his late overwhelming adventure. Ho grew 
popular with the set. His courteous manners, his affable 
address, his gay humour, and the facility with which he 
adopted their tone and temper, joined with his rank and 
wealth, subdued the most rugged and the coldest hearts. 
Even the jockeys were civil to him, and welcomed him 
with a sweet smile and gracious nod, instead of the sour 
gprin and malicious wink with which those characters 
generally greet a stranger ; those mysterious characters 
who, in their influence over their superiors, and their total 
want of sympathy with their species, are our only match 
for the oriental eunuch. 

He grew, we say, popular with the set. They were glad 
io see among them a young nobleman of spirit. He 
became a member of the Jockey Club, and talked of taking 
a place in tlie neighbourhood. All recommended the step, 
and assured him of their readiness to dine with him as often 
as he pleased. He was a universal favourite ; and even 
Chuck Farthing, the gentleman jockey, with a cock-eye 
and a knowilig shake of his head, squeaked out, in a sport- 
ing treble, one of his monstrous fudges about the Prince in 
days of yore, and swore that, like his Boyal Highness, the 
yonng Duke made the Market all alive. 

The heart of our hero was never insensible to flattery. 
He could not refrain from comparing his present with his 
recent situation. The constant consideration of all around 
him, the affectionate cordiality of Sir Lucius, and the un- 
obtrosivB devotion of Lady Afy, melted his soul. These 
agreeable circumstances graciously whispered to him each 
hour that he could scarcely be the desolate and despicable 
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personage which lately, in a moment of mttdness, he iiiul 
funcicii himself. He began to indolge the satisfactory idea, 
that a certain person, howovETunparalleled in form and mind, 
hiul perhaps acted with a little pTocipitatiun. Then his 
eyes met those of Lady Aphrodite ; and, full of these feel' 
iuga, he exchanged a look irhich reminded him of their first 
meeting ; though now, mellowed by gratitude, and regard, 
and esteem, it was perhaps even more deh'ghtfnl. He waa 
loved, and he was loved by an exquisifs being, who waa the 
object of nuivoraal admiration. What could he desira 
more ? Nothing bnt the wilfulness of youth conid have 
Induced him for a moment to contemplate breaking chains 
■which had only been formed to secnre bis felicity. He de- 
termined fo bid farewell for ever to the impetuosity of 
yoQth, He bad not been three days under the roof of 
Cleve before he felt that bis happineaa depended upon itA 
fiureat inmate. You see, then, that absence is not always 
latal to love ! 



CHAPTER n. 



Ills Grace completed his stud, and became one of the n 
distingoiahed votaries of the Turf. Sir Lncins was the in- 
spiring divinilj upon this occasion. Oar hero, like all 
young men, and particularly young nobles, did everything 
in estremea ; and extensive arrangements were made by 
himself and hia friend for the eneuing campaign. Sir 
Lueias was to reap half the profit, and to undertake the 
whole management. The Duke waa to produce the capital 
and to pocket the whole glory. Thns rolled on aome weeks, 
at the end of which our hero began to get a little tired. 
He tiad long ago recovered all his self-complacency, and if 
the form of May Dacre ever flitted before his vision for an 
instant, he clouded it over directly by the apparition of a 
bet, or thrust it away with that desperate recklessness with 
which wo espel an ungracious thonght. The Dnke sighed 
for a little novelty. Christmas was at hand. He began 
to think that a regular country Christmas mgst be a and 
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bore. Lady Afj, too, was rather exi^eanie. It destroys 
one's nerves to be amiable every day to the same human 
being. She was the best creature in the world ; but Cam- 
bridgeflhire was not a pleasant county. He was most 
attached ; but there was not another agreeable woman in 
the house. He would not hurt her feelings for the world ; 
but his own were suffering desperately. He had no idea 
that he ever should get so entangled. Brighton, they say, 
is a pleasant place. 

To Brighton he went ; and although the Graftons were 
to follow him in a fortnight^ still even these fourteen days 
were a holiday. It is extraordinary how hourly, and how 
violently, cluuige the feelings of an inexperienced young 
man. 

Sir Lucius, however, was disappointed in his Brighton 
trip. Ten days after the departure of the young Duke the 
county member died. Sir Lucius had been long maturing 
his pretensions to the vacant representation. He was 
strongly supported ; for he was a personal favourite, and 
his fiuxdly had claims ; but he was violently opposed ; for a 
nomu homo was ambitious, and the Baronet was poor. Sir 
Lucius was a man of violent passions, and all feelings and 
considerations immediately merged in his paramount ambi- 
tion. His wife, too, at this moment, was an important per- 
sonage. She was generally popular; she was beautiful, 
highly connected, and highly considered. Her canvassing 
was a great object. She canvassed with earnestness and 
with success ; for since her consolatory friendship with the 
Dnke of St. James her character had greatly changed, and 
she was now as desirous of conciliating her husband and 
the opinion of society as she was before disdainful of the 
one and fearless of the other. Sir Lucius and Lady 
Aphrodite Gbafton were indeed on the best possible terms, 
and the whole county admired his conjugal attentions and 
her wifelike affections. 

The Duke, who had no influence in this part of the 
world, and who was not at all desirous of quitting Brighton, 
compensated for his absence at this critical moment by a 
friendly letter and the offer of his purse. By this good aid. 
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his wife's attroctioDH, and hia own talents. Sir Lucy sae- 
ceedoil, ani] hy the time ParUtuaeut Imd assembled he was 
retnmed niemlwr for his native county. 

In the luoantimo, hia fritMid had boen spending his time 
at Brighton in a fiir leas ngitatcd manner, but, in its way, 
not loss sacceasfo] ; for he wa« amaaed, and therefore gained 
his object as much as the Baronet. The Bake liked 
Brighton moch. Without the bore of an cstabtishnient, ho 
found himEelf among many agreeable frit;nds, living in an 
nnostcintntious and improinptn, tbnngh reSned and IuxdH- 
ons, style. One day a new face, another duy a new dish, 
Miother day a new dance, saccesaively interested his feel- 
ings, particularly if the Inco rode, which they all do ; the 
dish was at Sir George Sauceville'a, and the dance at tli8 
Duke of Burlington's. So tiiue flew on, between a ca.ntur 
to Bottindean, the flavoui-s of a Pcrigord, and the blunders 
of the Mazurka. 

But Pebmary arrived, and thia agreea,ble life most end. 
The philosophy of society is so practical that it is not 
allowed, even to a young Dote, absolutely to trifle away 
existence. Duties will arise, in spite of our best e 
and his Grace had to roll up to town, to dine with the 
Premier, and to move the Address. 



CHAPTER III. 

Akother season had arrived, another of those magical 
periods of which one had already witnessed his unparalleled 
triumphs, and from which he had derived such exquisite 
delight. To his surprise, he viewed its arrival without 
omotiou ; if with any feeling, with disgust. 

He had quaffed the cup too eagerly. The draught had 
been delicious ; but time also proved tliat it had been 
satiating. Was it possible for hia vanity to be more com- 
pletely gratified tlinn it had been ? Was it possible for 
victories to bo more numercnis and more nnqueationed 
daring the coming campaign than daring the last ? Had 
sot his life, then, been one long triumph ? Who had not 
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offered their admiration ? Who had not paid homage to 
hifl all-acknowledged empire ? Yet, even this career, how- 
ever dazzling, had not been pursued, even this success, 
however brilliant, had not been attained, without some 
effort and some weariness, also some exhaustion. Often, 
as he now remembered, had his head ached ; more than 
once, as now occurred to him, had his heart faltered. Even 
his first season had not passed over without his feeling lone 
in the crowded saloon, or starting at the supernatural 
finger in the banqueting-hall. Yet then he was the crea- 
ture of excitement^ who pursued an end which was as 
indefinite as it seemed to be splendid. All had now hap- 
pened that could happen. He drooped. He required the 
impulse which we derive from an object unattained. 

Yet, had he exhausted life at two-and-twenty ? This 
must not be. His feelings must be more philosophicallj 
accounted for. He began to suspect that he had lived too 
much for the world and too little for himself; that he had 
sacrificed his ease to the applause of thousands, and mistaken 
excitement for enjo3rment. His memory dwelt with satis- 
faction on the hours which had so agreeably glided away at 
Brighton, in the choice society of a few intimates. He 
determined entirely to remodel the system of his life ; and 
with the sanguine impetuosity which characterised him, he, 
at the same moment, felt that he had at length discovered 
the road to happiness, and determined to pursue it without 
the loss of a precious moment. 

The Duke of St. James was seen less in the world, and 
he appeared but seldom at the various entertainments which 
he had once so adorned. Yet he did not resign his exalted 
position in the world of Fashion ; but, on the contrary, 
adopted a course of conduct which even increased his con- 
sideration. He received the world not less frequently or 
less splendidly than heretofore; and his magnificent mansion, 
early in the season, was opened to the favoured crowd. Yet 
in that mansion, which had been acquired with such energy 
and at such cost, its lord was almost as strange, and cer- 
tainly not as pleased, an inmate as the gueats, who felt their 
presence in his chambers a confirmation^ or a creation, of 
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tlieir nlnimH tn llie world's faotnage- T1ig AJbiuntim nns 
fiuiahed, urn) thore tlie Dako of St. JamcB entirely resideri; 
bnt it« reRftl splendour was concealed from tlie prying eye 
of public curiosity Trith a proud reserve, r atudied secrooy, 
and stately haughtiness becoming a caliph. A smnll bond 
of initiated friends alone bad the occasional entree, and the 
niysterionfl air which they provokingjy assumed whenever 
they were cross- eJiamined on the internal arrangementa of 
this ntysticFiI structure, only increased the ntunber itnd the 
■wildness of the incidents which daily were afloat respect- 
ing the fantastic profuGion and scientific dissipation of the 
yonthful snltan and his envied viziei-s. 

The town, ever since the season couimenccd, had been In 
feverish expeclation of the arrival of a new singer, wlioee 
fWme had heralded her presence in all the courts of Chris- 
tendom. Whether she were an Italian or a Gorman, a Gaol 
or a Greek, was eqnally nnknown. An air of mystery en- 
vironeii the most celebrated creature in Europe. There 
were odd whispers of her paronWge, Evtry potentftte waa 
in turn entitled to the gratitude of mankiDd fur the cmttion 
of this marvel. Now it was an emperor, now a king. A 
^rrand duke then put in his claim, and then an archdnke. 
To-day she was married, to-morrow she was single. To- 
day her hanband wan a prince incog., to morrow a drnm- 
major well known. Even her name was a mystory ; and 
she was known and worshipped throughout the whole 
civilised world by the mere title of 'The Bird of Paradise I' 

About a month before Easter telegraphs announced her 
arrival. The Admiralty yacht was too late. She deter- 
mined to make her first appearance at the Opera ; an'd not 
only the young Duke, bnt even a far more exalted peraon- 
Kge, was disappointed in the sublime idea of anticipating 
the pnblic opinion by a private concert. She was to appear 
for the first time on Tncsday ; the House of Commona 
ddjonmed. 

The curtain is drawn up, nnd the honso is crowded. 
Everybody is there who is anybody. Protocoli, looking as 
(iill of fate as if the French were ajrain on the Dannbe; 
Uacaroui, aa full of himself lu if no other being were ww 
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grossing nniyersal attention. The Premier appears far 
more anxions than he does at Coancil, and the Dake of 
Burlington arranges his fan-like screen with an agitation 
which, for a moment, makes him forget his unrivalled non- 
chalance. Even Lady Bloomerly is in suspense, and even 
Charles Annesley's heart beats. But ah ! (or rather, bah !) 
the enthusiasm of Lady de Courcy I Even the young 
Guardsman, who paid her Ladyship for her ivory franks 
by his idle presence, even he must have felt, callous as 
those young Guardsmen are. 

Will that bore of a tenor ever finish that provoking aria, 
that we have heard so ofken ? How drawlingly he drags on 

his dull, deafening 

OccoLA ! 

Have you seen the primal dew ere the sun has lipped 
the pearl? Have you seen a summer fly, with tinted wings 
of shifting light, glance in the liquid noontide air? Have 
you marked a shooting star, or watched a young gazelle at 
play ? Then you have seen nothing fresher, nothing brighter, 
nothing wilder, nothing lighter, than the girl who stands 
before you I 

She was infinitely small, fair, and bright. Her black 
hair was braided in Madonnas over a brow like ivory ; a 
deep pure pink spot gave lustre to each cheek. Her features 
were delicate beyond a dream ! her nose quite straight, with 
a nostril which would have made you crazy, if you had not 
already been struck with idiocy by gazing on her mouth. 
She a singer ! Impossible ! She cannot speak. And, now 
we look again, she must sing with her eyes, they are so 
large and lustrous ! 

The Bird of Paradise curtsied as if she shrunk under 
the overwhelming greeting, and crossed her breast with 
arms that gleamed like moonbeams and hands that glit- 
tered like stars. This gave time to the cognoscenti to 
remark her costume, which was ravishing, and to try to 
see her feet ; but they were too small. At last Lord Squib 
announced that he had discovered them by a new glass, and 
described them as a couple of diamond-claws most cxqui. 
sitely finished. 

1: 2 
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SliB moved her hood with a faint smile, as if she distrusted 
tier powers and feared the asRemblj would be disappointed, 
and then she shot tflrth a note which thrilled throagh every 
heart and nearly cracked the chandelier, Evett Lady 
FitK-pompey said ' Brava, ! ' 

As she proceeded the audience grew qnite frantic. It 
■was agreed on all hands tbn.t mii'acles had recommenced. 
Each air wan only snng to call forth fresh eiclamations of 
*Miraoolo j ' and encores were as anmercifiil as an aenrpcr. 

Amid all this rapture the young Dake waa not silent. 
His box was on the stage ; and ever and anon the syren 
shot a glance which seemed to tell lum that he was marked 
out amid this brilliant multitude. Each ronnd of applanso, 
each roar of ravished senses, only added a more fearful 
Action to the wild purposes which began to flit about his 
Grace's mind. His imagination wns touched. His old 
passion to be distingnished returned in full force. This 
oreature was strange, mysterious, celebrated. Her beauty, 
her accomplishments, were as singnlar and as rare aa her 
destiny and her fame. His reverie absolutfliy raged ; it was 
only disturbed by her rejiested notice and his returned 
ticknowledgments. Ho arose in a state of mad excitation, 
once more the slave or the victim of his intoxicated vam^. 
He hurried behind the scenes. He congratulated her on 
her success, her gem'us, and her beauty ; and, to he brief, 
within a week of her arrival in our metropolis, the Bird of 
Paradise wns fairly caged in the Alhambra. 



CHAPTER IV. 

HlTHBHTO the Doke of St. James had been a celebrated 
personage, hut lus fame had bren confined to the two 
thonwtnd Brahmins who constitute the World. His pa- 
tronage of the Signora extended bis celebrity in a manner 
which he had not anticipated ; and he boeamo also the hero 
of the ten, or twelve, or fifteen millions of Pariahs for 
whose existence philosophers have hitherto failed to adduce 
tcisliictory canse. 
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The Dake of St. James was now, in the comprehensive 
ennse of the phrase, a Public Character. Some choice 
spirits took the hint from the public feeling, and determined 
to dine on the public curiosity. A Sunday journal was 
immediately established. Of tiiis epic our Duke was the 
hero. His manners, his sayings, his adventures, regularly 
regaled, on each holy day, iJie Protestant population of this 
Protestant empire, who in France or Italy, or even Ger- 
many, faint at the sight of a peasantry testifying their 
gratitude for a day of rest by a dance or a tune. ' Sketches 
of the Alhambra,' * Soupers in the Regent's Park,' ' The 
Ck)Tui of the Caliph,' ' The Bird Cage,' Ac,, &c., &c., were 
duly announced and duly devoured. This journal, being 
solely devoted to the illustration of the life of a single and 
a private individual, was appropriately entitled ' The Uni- 
verse.' Its contributors were eminently successful. Their 
pure inventions and impure details were accepted as deHcato 
truth; and their ferocious familiarity, with persons with 
whom they were totally unacquainted demonstrated at the 
same time their knowledge both of the forms and the per- 
sonages of polite society. 

At the first announcement of this hebdomadal his Grace 
WAS a little annoyed, and * Noctes Hautevillienses ' made 
him £3ar treason ; but when he had read a number, he en- 
tirely acquitted any person of a breach of confidence. On 
the whole he was amused. A variety of ladies in time 
were introduced, with many of whom the Duke had 
scarcely interchanged a bow ; but the respectable editor 
was not up to Lady Afy. 

If his Grace, however, were soon reconciled to this not 
very agreeable notoriety, and consoled himself under the 
activity of his libellers by the conviction that their prolu- 
sions did not even amount to a caricature, he was less 
easily satisfied with another performance which speedily 
advanced its claims to public notice. 

There is an unavoidable reaction in all human affairs. 
The Duke of St. James had been so successfully attacked 
that it became worth while successfully to defend him, and 
another Sunday paper appeared, the object of which was to 
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majntiiin tho silver side of the eliicld. Ilpre eveyjtliinn 
W118 eoul«vr rfc rnse. One WDek tlie Duke saved ft poor inan 
from the Serpentine ; aoothcr n poor woman Irom star- 
vation ; now an orphan was gratefii! ; ftnrf now Mus Zoncb, 
imptelled by her necessity and bis repulation, nddressed 
hiro a column and ib half, quite heart-rending. Parents 
wiUi nine children ; nine children without parents ; clei^- 
inen most improperly unbeneficed ; officers most wickedly 
reduced; widows of yonnger sons of quality sacrificed to 
the Colonies ; aist«rs of lileniTy men sacrifioed to national 
works, which required his patronage to appear; daughters 
who hod known better days, hot somehow or other had not 
been BO well acquainted with their parents ; all advanced 
with multiplied petitions, and that hackneyed, hosi-tleaa wr 
of misery which denotes the Mumper. His Gmce waa in. 
finitely annoyed, and scarcely cumpensatcd for the incon- 
venience by the prettiest little creature in the world, who 
one day forced herself into bis presence to solicit the honour 
of dedicating to him her poems. 

He hod enough on his hands, so he wrote her a cheque 
and, with a courtesy which must have made Sappho quite 
desperate, put her out of the room. 

We forgot to say that the name of the new juuraal was 
' The New World.' The new world is not quite so big as 
the universe, but then it is as large as all tin other quarters 
of the globe together. The worst of this bunncss was, 'The 
TJniverSB ' protested that the Duke of St. James, like a 
second Canning, bad called this 'New World "into existence, 
which was too bad, because, in troth, he deprecated it« 
discovery scarcely less than the Venetians. 

Having thus managed, in the course of R few weeka, to 
achieve the reputation of an unrivalled roufi, our hero one 
night betook himself to Almack's, a place where his visita, 
liiis season, were both shorter and less frequent. 

Many an anxious mother gazed upon him, aa he passed, 
with an eye which longed to pierce futurity; many an 
agitated maiden loolced exquisitely unembarrassed, while 
her (luttering mi^mory feasted on the sweet thought that, 
tt any rate, anotber had not captured this nurivalled priu. 
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Perhaps she might be the Anson to fall npon this galleon. 
It was worth a long craise, and even a chance of shipwreck. 

He danced with Lady Aphrodite, because, since the affair 
of the Signora, he was most pnnctilioas in his attentions 
to her, particularly in pubHc. That affair, of course, she 
passed over in silence, though it was bitter. She, however, 
had had sufficient experience of man to feel that remon- , 
strance is a last resource, and usually an ineffectual one. 
It was something that her rival; not that her ladyship 
dignified the Bird by that title ; it was something that she 
was not her equal, that she was not one with whom she 1 
could be put in painful and constant collision. She tried 
to consider it a freak, to believe only half she heard, and to 
indulge the fsEmcy that it was a toy which would soon tire. 
As for Sir Lucius, he saw nothing in this adventure, or I 
indeed in the Alhambra system at all, wliich militated 
against his ulterior views. No one more constantly offi- 
ciated at the ducal orgies than himself^ both because he 
was devoted to self-g^tification, and because he liked ever ! 
to have his prot^g^ in sight. He studiously prevented any 
other individual from becoming the Petronius of the circle. 
His deep experience also taught him that, with a person of 
the young Duke's temper, the mode of life which he was 
now leading was exactly the one which not only would 
insure, but even hurry, the catastrophe his faithful friend 
BO eagerly desired. His pleasures, as Sir Lucius knew, ' 
would soon pall ; for he easily perceived that the Duke was 
not heartless enough for a rou^. When thorough satiety 
is felt^ young men are in the cue for desperate deeds. 
Looking upon happiness as a dream, or a prize which, in 
life's lottery, they have missed ; worn, hipped, dissatisfied, < 
and desperate, they often hurry on a result which they dis- 
approve, merely to close a miserable career, or to brave the I 
society with which they cannot sympathise. 

The Duke, however, was not yet sated. As after a feast, I 
when we have despatched a quantity of wine, there some- 1 
times, as it were, arises a second appetite, unnatural to be 
sure, but very keen ; so, in a career of dissipation, when 
our passion for pleasure appears to be exhausted, the fiital { 
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funry of man, like a wenrieti hare, will take a new turn, 
tiii'ow off t.hti hell -111) Qiids of emiDi, and coarse again \vitli 
renewed vigour. 

And to-night the Doke of St. James was, as he bad been 
(or some weeks, all life, and fire, and excitement; and bis 
eye was even now wandering round the room in qnest of 
some conBunmate spirit whom he miglit summon to his 
Saracenic Paradise. 

A consammate spirit his eye lighted on. There stood 
May Docra. He gaBped for breath. He turned pale. Ifc 
was only for a moment., and bis emotion was nuperceiTod. 
There she stood, beanti^l as when she first glanced before 
liim ; there she stood, with all her imperial graces ; and all 
HUTTonnding splendour seemed to fade away before her 
dazzling presence, tike mournful spirits of a lower world 
before a radiant creature of the sky. 

She was speaking with ber sunlight smile to a yonng 
man whose appearance attracted his notice. He waa 
dressed entirely in black, rather short, but slenderly made ; 
sallow, but clear, with long black curls and a MiuHlIo face, 
imd looked altogether like a young Jesuit or a Venetian 
oflioial by Qiorgone or Titian. His countenance was re- 
served and his manner not easy : yet, on the Arhole, hia 
face indicated intellect and hie figure blood. The foatnH« 
haunted the Uuke'a memory. He had met this person 
before. There are some countenances which when once 
seen can never bo forgotten, and the young ma.n owned 
one of these. The Doke recalled him to liia memory with 
a pivng. 

Our hero ; let him si ill bo ours, for bo is rather deaolat©, 
and he reqaires the backing of hia friends; oor hero be- 
haved pretty well. He eei/ed the first favourable oppor- 
tunifj to catch Mias Dacre'a eye, and was grateful for her 
bow. Emboldened, he accosted her, and asked alW Mr. 
Dacre. She was courteous, but unembarrassed. Her 
calmness, however, piqued him sufficiently (o allow him to 
rally. He was tolerably easy, and talked of calling. Their 
conversation lasted only for a few minutea, and was for- 
tonately terminated without his withdrawal, which would 
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hsive been awkward. The young man whom we ha^B 
noticed came np to claim her hand. 

* Arundel Dacre, or my eyes deceive me ? ' said the young 
Duke. * I always consider an old Etonian a Mend, and 
therefore I address you without ceremony.' 

The young man accepted, but not with readiness, the 
offered hand. He blushed and spoke, but in a hesitating 
and husky voice. Then he cleared his throat, and spoke 
again, but not much more to the purpose. Then he looked 
to his partner, whose eyes were on the ground, and rose as 
he endeavoured to catch them. For a moment he was 
silent again ; then he bowed slightly to Miss Dacre and 
solemnly to the Duke, and then he carried off his cousin. 

' Poor Dacre ! ' said the Duke ; ' he always had the worst 
manner in the world. Not in the least changed.' 

His Grace wandered into the tea-room. A knot of dan- 
dies were in deep converse. He heard his own name and 
that of the Duke of Burlington ; then came ' Doncaster 
beauty.' * Don't you know ? * * Oh ! yes.' * All quite 
mad,' &c.^ &c.i &c. As he passed he was invited in different 
ways to join this coterie of his admirers, but he declined 
the honour, and passed them with that icy hauteur which 
he could assume, and which, judiciously used, contributed 
not a little to his popularity. 

He could not conquer his depression ; and, although it was 
scarcely past midnight, he determined to disappear. For- 
tunately his carriage was waiting. He was at a loss what 
to do with himself. He dreaded even to bo aJone. The 
Signora was at a private concert, and she was the last per- 
son whom, at this moment, he cared to see. His low 
spirits rapidly increased. He got terribly nervous, and 
felt miserable. At last he drove to White's. 

The House had just broken up, and the political members 
had just entered, and in clusters, some standing and some 
yawning, some stretching their arms and some stretching 
their legs, presented symptoms of an escape from boredom. 
Among others, round the fire, was a young man dressed in 
H rough great ooat all cords and sables, with his hat bent 
addoi a shawl tied round his neck with boldness, and a 
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huge oaken st&tr clenched in his left band. With the other 
he held tha ' Courier,' ftoil reviewed with a criticAl uye llio 
report of the speech which ha had made thai afternooa- 
ThiB WB3 Lord DarrelL 

Wo hnvo always considered the talents of yonngoc 
brotliera as an unanswerable aFgiiment in favour of a Pro- 
vidence. Lord DiMTell was the younger son of the Earl uf 
Dnrleyford, and had tieen educated for a diplomatist. A 
repui't some two years ago had been rery current that his 
elder brother, tiien Lord Darrell, was, against the consent 
of his family, about to be favoured with the hand of Mrs. 
Dallington Vere. Certain it is he was a devoted admirer 
of tliat lady. Of that lady, however, a less favonred rival 
chose one day to say that which sta^ered the romanoe of 
the impassioned yonth. In a moment of rashness, impelled 
liy BHCred feelings, it is reported, at least, for the whole is a 
mystery, he communicated what he had heard with horror 
to the miatrees of his destinies. Whatever took phico, cer- 
tain it is Lord Darrell challenged the indecorous speaker, 
and was shot through the heart. The afi'air made a great 
sensation, and the Darleyfords and their connections said 
Iritter things of Hrs. Dallington, and talked much of rash 
youth and subtle women of discreeter years, and passions 
sliamefally inflamed and purposes wickedly egpd on. We 
say nothing of all this ; nor will wo dwell upon it. Sirs. 
Dallington Vere assuredly was no slight sufferer. But she 
conquered the cabal that was formed a^'ainst her, for the 
dandies were her friends, and gaUantly supported her 
through a trial under which some women would have sunk. 
As it was, at the end of the season she did travel, but all is 
now forgotten ; ond Hill Street, Berkeley Square, aiiain 
contains, at the moment of onr story, its bi-iglitest oma- 

The present Ltird Darrell gave np all idea of boinc: an 
ambassador, but he was clever ; and though he hurried U> 
gratifya taste for pleasure which before had been too much 
mortified, he could not relinquish the ambitions prospects 
with which ho had, during the grenUsr part of his life, con- 
eolod himself f')r liis cadetsliip. He piqaod tiimscIT upon 
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being at the same time a dandj and a statesman. He 
spoke in the House, and not without efifect. He was one of 
those who make themselves masters of great questions ; that 
is to say, who read a great many reviews and newspapers, 
and are full of others' thoughts without ever having 
thought themselves. He particularly prided himself upon 
having made his way into the Alhambra set. He was the 
only man of business among them. The Duke liked him, 
for it is agreeable to be courted by those who are theiu- 
selves considered. 

Lord Darrell was a favourite with women. They like a 
little intellect. He talked fluently on all subjects. He 
was what is called ' a talented young man.' Then he had 
mind, and soul, and all that. The miracles of creation 
have long agreed that body without soul will not do ; and 
even a coxcomb in these days must be original, or he is a 
bore. No longer is such a character the mere creation of 
his tailor and his perfamer. Lord Darrell was an avowed 
admirer of Lady Caroline St. Maurice, and a great favour- 
ite with her parents, who both considered him an oracle on 
the subjects which respectively interested them. You 
might dine at Fitz-pompey House and hear his name 
quoted at both ends of the table ; by the host upon tlie 
state of Europe, and by the hostess upon the state of the 
season. Had it not been for the young Duke, nothing 
would have given Lady Fitz-pompey greater pleasure than 
to have received him as a son-in-law ; but, as it was, he 
was only kept in store for the second string to Cupid's 
bow. 

Lord Darrell had just quitted the House in a costume 
which, though rough, was not less studied than the finished 
and elaborate toilet which, in the course of an hour, he will 
exhibit in the enchanted halls of Almack's. There he will 
figure to the last, the most active and the most remarked ; 
and though after these continued exertions he will not gain 
his couch perhaps till seven, our Lord of the Treasury, for 
he is one, will resume his official duties at an earlier hour 
than any functionary in the kingdom. 

Yet our firiend is a little annoyed now. What is the 
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matter ? He dilates to his nncle, Lord Seymour Templo, 
a greyheaded plftceman, on tlie profligacy of tho press. 
What is tlus ? The Virgilian line our orator istrodDoed 
so felicitously is omittod. He panegyrizes the ' Mirror of 
Parliameot,' where, he has no doubt, the miHsiog' verse will 
Appear. The quotation was new, ' Timeo Danaos.' 

Lord Seymour Temple be^nsa loogstory about Fos and 
Genernl Fitepatriek. This is a signal for a gener&l retreat; 
and this bore, ae Sir Boyle Roche would say, like the Ia«t 
8 tjilking to himself. 



CIL^,PTER V. 



Abdndel Dacre was the only child o£ Mr, Dacre's only 
(uid deceased brother, and the heir to tho ■whole of the 
Dacre properly. Uia father, a man of violent passions, 
had married early in hfc, against tho approbation of his 
family, and had revolted from the CathoUc Comraiinion. 
The elder brother, however mortified by this great deed, 
wliich passion had prompted, and not conscience, had 
exerted hia beat offices to mollify their eioHperated father, 
and to reconcile the sire to the son. But he had exerted 
them ineSectoally ; and, as vi not unusual, foond, aiter 
much harrowing aniiety and deep Buffering', that he was not 
even recompensed for his exertions and his sympathy by 
the RTatitude of his brother. The yonngcr Dacre was not 
one of those minds whose rashness luid impetuosity aro 
CDuntorbalanced, or rather compensated, by a gonerona 
candour and un amiable remorse. He was headstrong, but 
he was obstinate : ho was anient, hut he was sallen : 
he was unwary, hut lie was suspicions. Everyone who 
opposed him was his enemy: all who combined for his 
preservation wore conspirators. His father, whose feelings 
be had outraged and never attempted to soothe, was a 
tyrant; his brother, who was dovot«d (o hts iutero3t«, wa« 
a traitor. 

These were hia hving and his dying thoughts. While 
be ejdsted, he was one of those men who, because they 
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bftve been impradent, thiok themselves nnfortnnaie, and 
mistake their diseased mind for an implacable destiny. 
When he died, his deathbed was consoled bj the reflec- 
tion that his persecutors might at last feel some com« 
pnnction; and he quitted the world without a pang, 
because he flattered himself that his departure would cost 
them one. 

His father, who died before him, had lefb him no fortune, 
and eyen had not provided for his wife or child. His 
brother made another inefiectual attempt to accomplish a 
reconciliation ; but his proflers of love and fortune were 
alike scorned and himself insulted, and Arundel Dacre 
seemed to gloat on the idea that he was an outcast and a 
beggar. 

Yet even this strange being had his warm feelings. He 
adored his wife, particularly because his father had dis- 
owned her. He had a friend whom he idolised, and who, 
treating Ids occasional conduct as a species of insanity, 
had never deserted him. This friend had been his college 
companion, and, in the odd chapter of circumstances, had 
become a powerM political character. Dacre was a man 
of talent, and his friend took care that ho should have an 
opportunity of displaying it. He was brought into 
Parliament, and animated by the desire, as ho thought, 
of triumphing over his family, he exerted himself with 
success. But his infernal temper spoiled all. His active 
quarrels and his noisy brawls were even more endurable 
than his sullen suspicions, his dark hints, and his silent 
hate. He was always oflended and always ofiending. 
Such a man could never succeed as a politician, a character 
who, of all others, must learn to endure, to forget, and to 
forgive. He was soon universally shunned ; but his flrst 
friend was faithful, though bitterly tried, and Dacre retired 
from public life on a pension. 

His wife had died, and during the latter years of his life 
almost his only companion was his son. He concentrated 
on this being all that ardent aflection which, had ho 
diffused among his fellow-creatures, might have en suited his 
happiness aud his prosperity. Yet even sonietiiucs he 
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would look in his child's fftco will 
road iucuhating treason, and then proas hini to Lia boet-ni 
with anusual fervour, as if ho would stifle tlie idoa, which 
alone was madsess. 

This child was educated in an hereditary hats of tlio 
Dacre &mil^. His uncle was daily painted as a tjraiitj 
whom he classed in his young mind with Phixlaria or fJio- 
nyBine. There was notliing that ho felt keooor thaji hia 
father's wrou^, and nothing which he believod more 
certain tlian his nnole's wickedness. He arrived at bis 
thirteenth year when his father died, and ho was to bfi 
consigned to the care of tltat uncle. 

Arundel Dacre hnd left bia eon ns a legacy to his friend ; 
bot that friend was a man of the world ; and when tlie 
eldnr brother not only expressod liis wiUingoess lo maiDtain 
the orphan, but even bis desire to edacat« and adopt biia 
fts his son, he ch(*rfuUy resigned all his claims to the fop- 
liim boy, and fell that, by consigning )iim to his ancle, be 
had most religionsly discharged the tnut of his coolidiiig 

The nephew arrived at Castle Dacre with a heart equally 
divided between miitory and hatred. It si-enied to him 
that a fate more foriom than his bad st'ldom been awanled 
to mortal. ASthoagh he fonnd liis uncle diametrieally 
Op|K)site to all that his misled imagination had painted 
him, althongh he was treated with a kindness and indnt- 
gence which tried to compensate for their too long estranged 
affections, Anwdel Dacre could never conquer tlio impt^s- 
aiouB of his boyhood ; and had it not been for his cousin, 
llay, a creature of whom he had not heard, and of whom 
no distorted imago had therefore hanntod his distnrbcd 
imagination ; had it not been for this beantiful girl, who 
greeted him with affection which warmed and won bia 
heart, so morbid were bia feelings, that ho wonld in nil 
proliability have pined away under the roof wliiuii he shonlil 
have looked upon as his own. 

Hia departure for Etnn wnfl a relief. As bo gi-ow op, 
although bis knowledge of liie and man bud long taught 
hitu thu fallacy uf hifi early fculings, and although he now 
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3riclded a tear of pity, rather than of indignation, to the 
adored manes of his £EU;her, his pecnh'ar temper and his 
first edncation never allowed him entirely to emancipate 
himself from his hereditary feelings. His character was 
combined of many and even of contrary qualities. 

His talents were great, but his want of confidence made 
them more doubtful to himself than to the world ; yet, at 
times, in his solitary musings, he perhaps even exaggerated 
bis powers. He was proud, and yet worldly. He never 
forgot that he was a Dacre ; but he desired to be the 
architect of his own fortune; and his very love of independ- 
ence made him, at an early period, meditate on the means 
of managing mankind. He was reserved and cold, for his 
imagination required much ; yet he panted for a con- 
fidant and was one of those youths with whom friendship 
is a passion. To conclude, he was a Protestant among 
Catholics ; and although this circumstance, inasmuch as it 
assisted him in the views which he had early indulged, was 
not an ongrracious one, he felt that, till he was distinguished, 
it had lessened his consideration, since he could not count 
upon the sympathy of hereditary connections and ancient 
party. Altogether, he was one who, with the consciousness 
of ancient blood, the certainty of future fortune, fine talents, 
great accomplishments, and not slight personal advantages, 
was unhappy. Yet, although not of a sanguine temper, 
and occasionally delivered to the darkest spleen, his in- 
tense ambition sustained him, and he lived on the hope, and 
sometimes on the conviction, that a bright era would, some 
day, console him for the bitterness of his past and present 
life. 

At school and at college he equally distinguished himself, 
and was everywhere respected and often regarded ; yet he 
had never found that friend on whom his fancy had ofben 
busied itself, and which one whose alternations of feeling 
were so violent peremptorily required. His uncle and 
himself viewed each other with mutual respect and regard, 
but confidence did not exist between them. Mr. Dacre, in 
spite of his long and constant efforts, despaired of raising 
in the breast of his nephew the fiame of filial love ; and had 
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it not been for his daughter, wito was the only person in 
the world to whom Anindol ever opened his mind, and wIto 
Dould, coQBcqufatly, throw Bome light upim his woiits tuid 
wislioB, it would not hars been in his power to evince to his 
nephew that this disappointment Liul not affected his 
niiclu's FeelingB in his lavonr. 

When his education was completed, Mr. Drctc had 
wifthnd him to take np hia residence in Yorkshire, nnd, in 
every sense, to act as bis son, as be was hia snccesaor. But 
Amndel declined this projKisitinn. He obtained from his 
father's old political connection the appointment of attache 
to a foreign embassy, and he remained on the Continont, 
with the exception of a yearly visit to Yorkshire, three or 
fbnr years. Bnt his views were not in tlie diplora&tio line, 
and this appointment only served as a political si'liool nnlil 
he oonld enter Parliament. Hay Dacre had wormed from 
him his secret, and worked with enei^ in his canse. An 
opportunity appeared to offer itself, and, under the patron- 
age of a Cntholic nobleman, he was to appear as a candidate 
for an open liorougli. It was on this business that he had 
retnmed to England. 



CHAPTER VI. 
Wi will go and malte a morning call. The garish light of 
day, that never snits a chamber, was broken by a innalin 
TCil, which Bent its softened twilight through a room of 
moderate dimensions bnt of princely decoration, and which 
opened into a conseri-atory. The choice saloon whs faunx 
with rose-oolonred silk, which difthsed a delicate tint over 
the inlaid and costly cabinets. It was crowded with tables 
covered with bijouterie. Apparently, however, a road had 
been cut tlirough the furniture, by which yOn miglit wind 
your way up to the divinity of tlie temple. A ravishing 
perfume, which was ever chnnging, wandered throogh the 
apartment. Now a violet breeze made yon poetical ; now 
a rosy gale called yon to lovo. And ever and !i,n<m tho 
stmuge but thrilling breath of some rare exotic summoned 
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TOO, like an angel, to opening Eden. All was otill and 
sweety save that a fountain made yon, as it were, more 
conscions of silence ; save that the song of birds made yon, 
as it were, more sensible of sweetness. 

Upon a conch, her small head resting npon an arm 
coyexied with bracelets, which blazed like a Soldan*s trea- 
sure, reclined Mrs. Dallington Yere. 

She is in thought. Is her abstracted eye fixed in admi- 
ration upon that twinkling foot which, clothed in its 
Bussian slipper, looks like a serpent's tongue, small, red, 
and pointed ; or does a more serious feeling than self-admi- 
ration inspire this musing ? Ah ! a cloud courses over that 
pellucid brow. 'Tis gone, but it frowned like the harbinger 
of a storm. Again ! A small but blood-red blush rises 
into that clear cheek. It was momentary, but its' deep 
colour indicated that it came from the heart. Her eye 
lights up with a wild and glittering fire, but the flash 
vanishes into darkness, and gloom follows the unnatural 
light. She clasps her hands ; she rises fi*om an uneasy 
seat, though supported by a thousand pillows, and she 
paces the conservatory. 

A guest is announced. It is Sir Lucius Grafton. 

He salutes her with that studied courtesy which shows 
they are only friends, but which, when maintained between 
intimate acquaintance, sometimes makes wicked people 
suspect that they once perhaps were more. She resumes 
her seat, and he throws himself into an easy chair which is 
opposite. 

• Your note I this moment received. Bertha, and I am 
here. You perceive that my fidelity is as remarkable as 
ever.' 

' We had a gay meeting last night.* 

* Very much so. So Lady Araminta has at last shown 
mercy.' 

* I cannot believe it.' 

' I have just had a note from Challoner, preliminary, 1 
suppose, to my trusteeship. You are not the only person 
who holds my talents for business in high esteem.' 

• But Ballingford ; what will he say ? * 

L 
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' That is his affair ; and as he never, to mj knowledge, 
0poke to the purpose, his remarks now, I suppose, are not 
fated to be much more apropos.' 

* Yet he can say things. We all know * 

* Yes, yes, we all know ; but nobody believes. That is the 
motto of the present day ; and the only way to neutralise 
scandal, and to counteract publicity.' 

Mrs. Dallington was silent, and looked uneasy ; and her 
friend perceiving that, although she had sent to him so 
urgent a billet, she did not communicate, expressed a bttle 
surprise. 

* But you wish to see mo, Bertha ? ' 

* I do very much, and to speak to you. For these many 
days I have intended it ; but I do not know how it is, I 
have postponed and postponed our interview. I begin to 
believe,' she added, looking up with a faint smile, ^ I am 
half afraid to speak.' 

' Good God ! ' said the Baronet, really alarmed, * you are 
in no trouble ? ' 

* Oh, no ! make yourself easy. Trouble, trouble ! No, 
no ! I am not exactly in trouble. I am not in debt ; I am 
not in a scrape ; but, but, but I am in something, something 
worse, perhaps : I am in love.' 

The Baronet looked puzzled. He did not for a moment 
suspect himself to be the hero ; yet, although their mutual 
conOdcnce was illimitable, be did not exactly see why, in 
the present instance, there had been such urgency to 
impart an event not altogether either unnatural or mi- 
raculous. 

* In love ! ' said Sir Lucius ; * a very proper situation for 
the prettiest woman in London. Everybody is in love with 
you ; and I heartily rejoice that some one of our favoured 
sex is about to avenge our sufferings.' 

* Point de moquerie, Lucy ! I am miserable.' 

* Dear little pigeon, what is the matter ? * 

* Ah, me ! ' 

' Speak, speak,' said he, in a gay tone ; * you woro not 
made for sighs, but smiles. Begin ' 

* Well, then, the young Duke ' 



THE YOUNG DUKE. 147 



^ The deuce ! ' said Sir Lncins, alarmed. I 

* Oh ! no ! make yourself easy/ said Mrs. Dallington, 
smiliDg ; ' no counterplot, I assure you, although really you ' 
do not deserve to succeed.' 

* Then who is it ? ' eagerly asked Sir Lucius. | 

* You will not let me speak. The young Duke ' 

* Damn the Duke ! ' j 

* How impatient you are, Lucy ! I must begin with the 
beginning. Well, the young Duke has something to do 
with it.' 

* Pray be explicit.' ! 

* In a word, then,' said Mrs. Dallington, in a low voice, 
but with an expression of earnestness which Sir Lucius had I 
never before remarked, * I am in love, desperately in love, 
with one whom hitherto, in accordance with your wishes, 1 
I have been driving into the arms of another. Our views, 
our interests are opposite ; but I wish to act fairly, if pos- | 
Bible ; I wish to reconcile them ; and it is for this purpose 
that I have summoned you this morning.' 

* Arundel Dacre ! ' said Sir Lucius, quietly, and he rapped 
hia cane on his boot. The blood-red spot again rose in his 
companion's cheek. 

There was silence for a moment. Sir Lucius would not 
disturb it, and Mrs. Dallington again spoke. , 

^ St. James and the little Dacre have again met. You 
have my secret. I do not ask your, which I might at I 
another time, I do not ask your good services with Arundel; 
bat you cannot expect me to work against myself. Depend, ! 
then, no longer on my influence with May Dacre ; for to be 
explicit, as we have always been, most heartily should I 
rejoice to see her a duchess.' 

* The point, Bertha,' said Sir Lucius, very quietly, * is 
not that I can no longer count upon you as an ally ; but I 
must, I perceive, reckon you an opponent.' 

* Cannot we prevent this ? ' asked Mrs. Dallington with 
energy. 

' I see no alternative,' said Sir Lucius, shaking his head ! 
with great unconcern. * Time will prove who will have to 
congratulate the other.' 
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' 'My friend,' aaid Mrs. Dallingtfm, wifh briskness And 
deaiBion, ' no afltctation between as. Drop this aaaumeil 
anaoncem. Tou know, joa knon well, that do incident 
could occur to yon at tbia moKQent more mortifying tban 
the one I have comnrnnicated, which derajtg«s yonr plans, 
and probably may destroy your views. Yon cannot mis- 
conceive my motives in making this not very agreeable 
commani cation. I might have pnrsned my object without 
your knowledge and permission. In a word, I might havo 
betrayed yon. But with me every consideration has 
yielded to friendship. I cannot forget how often, and bow 
Eaccessfblly, we have combined. I should grieve to see onr 
ancient and glorious alliance annulled. I ant yet in hopes 
that we may both obtain our objects throuKh ila meilinm.' 

' I am not aware,' said Sir Lucius, with more feeling, 
' that I have given you any canae to complain of toy want 
of cundoni*. Wo ai-e in a difficult position. I have nothing 
to suggest, but I am ready to listen. Ton know haw ready 
I am to adopt all your suggestions; and I know bow seldom 
you have wanted an cspodient.' 

' The little Dacre, then, must not marry her cousin ; but 
we cannot flatter ourselves that sneh a girl will not want to 
tiinrry some one ; I have a conviction that this ia her 
decisive BeaHOn. She must be occupied. In a word, Lucy, 
BOme one must bo fonnd.' 

The Baronet started from his chair, and nearly knocked 
down a t*ble. 

' Confoiind your tables. Bertha,' said he, in a pettish 
tone ; ' I can never consult in a room full of tables.' He 
walked into the conservatory, and she followed bim. He 
Beemed plunged in thought. They were again ailent 
Suddenly he seized her hand and led her back to the sofa, 
on which they both eat down. 

' My dear friend,' he said, in a tone of agitated solemnity. 
' I will conceal no longer from you what I have sometimes 
endeavoured to conceal from myself: I love lliat girl to 
distraction.' 

'You!' 

' Yes ; to distraction. Ever since we first met her imags 
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has bannted me. I endeavoured to crash a feeling which 
promised only to plunge me into anxiety, and to distract 
mj attention from my important objects ; but in yain, in 
Tain. Her unexpected appearance yesterday has revived 
mj passion with triple fervour. I have passed a sleepless 
night, and rise with the determination to obtain her.' 

* You know your own power, Lucius, better perhaps than 
I do, or the world. We rank it high ; none higher ; yet, 
nevertheless, I look upon this declaration as insanity.' 

He .raised her hand to his lips, and pressed it with 
delicate warmth, and summoned his most insinuating tone. 
*' With your aid, Bertha, I should not despair ! ' 

* Lucy, I am your friend ; perhaps your best friend : but 
these Dacres. Would it were anyone but a Dacre ! No, 
no, this cannot be.' 

* Bertha, you know me better than the world : I am a 
rou^, and you are my friend ; but, believe me, I am not 
quite so vain as to indulge for a moment in the idea that 
May Dacre should be aught to me but what all might 
approve and all might honour. Yes, I intend her for my 
wife.' 

* Your wife ! You are, indeed, premature.' 

' Not quite so premature as you perhaps imagine. Elnow, 
then, that the great point is on the eve of achievement. 
Urged by the information which she thinks she uncon- 
sciously obtains from Lachen, and harrowed by the idea 
that I am about to tear her from England, she has appealed 
to the Duke in a manner to which they were both unused. 
Hitherto her docile temper has not permitted her to abuse 
her empire. Now she exerts her power with an energy to 
which he believed her a stranger. He is staggered by his 
situation. He at the same time repents having so rashly 
engaged the feelings of a woman, and is flattered that he is 
so loved. They have more than once consulted upon the 
expediency of an elopement.' 

* This is good news.' 

' ! Bertha, you must feel like me before you can 
estimate it. Yes ! ' he clenched his fist with horrible 
energy, ' there is no hell like a detested wife 1 ' 
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They were again silent ; but when she thought thai his 
emotion had subsided, she again recalled their consideratioD 
to the object of their interview. 

'You play a bold game, indeed; but it shall not fail 
from any deficiency on my part. But how are we to pro- 
ceed at present ? Who is to interest the feelings of the 
little Dacre at once ? ' 

' Who but her future husband ? What I want you to do 
is this : we shall call ; but prepare the house to receiye ns 
not only as acquaintances, but as desirable intimates. You 
know what to say. I have an idea that the divine creature 
entertains no very un£Eivourable opinion of your obedient 
slave ; and with her temper I care not for what she will 
not probably hear, the passing opinion of a third person. 
I stand at present, thanks to Afy, very high with the 
public ; and you know, although my life has not the least 
altered, that my indiscretions have now a dash of discretion 
in them; and a reformed rake, as all agree, is the per- 
sonification of morality. Prepare my way with the Dacres, 
and all will go right. And as for this Arundel, I know 
him not ; but you have told me enough to make me con- j 
sider him the most fortunate of men. As for love between 
cousins, I laugh at it. A glance from you will extinguish 
the feeble fiame, as a sunbeam does a fire : and for the 
rest, the world does me the honour to believe that, if 
Lucius Grafton be remarkable for one thing more than 
another, it is for the infiuonce he attains over young minds. 
I will get acquainted with this boy ; and, for once, let love 
be unattended by doubt.' 

Long was their counsel. The plans we have hinted at 
were analysed, canvassed, weighed, and finally matured. 
They parted, after a long morning, well aware of the diffi- 
culties which awaited their fulfilment, but also full of hope. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



SoCH able and congenial spirits as Mrs. Dallington Vere 
and Sir Lacins Grafton prosecuted their plans with the 
sncoess which they had a right to anticipate. Lady Aphro- 
dite, who was proud of her previous acquaintance, however 
slight, with the most distinguished girl in London, and 
eager to improve it, unconsciously assisted their operations. 
Society is so constituted that it requires no little talent 
and no slight energy to repel the intimacy even of those 
whose acquaintance is evidently not desirable ; and there 
are many people in this world mixing, apparently, with 
great spirit and self-esteem in its concerns, who really owe 
their constant appearance and occasional influence in 
circles of consideration to no other qualities than their 
own callons impudence, and the indolence and the irreso- 
lution of their victims. They, who at the same time have 
no delicacy and no shame, count fearfol odds ; and, much 
as is murmured about the &lse estimation of riches, there 
is little doubt that the parvenus as often owe their advance- 
ment in society to their perseverance as to their pelf. 

When, therefore, your intimacy is courted by those 
whose intimacy is an honour, and that, too, with an art 
which conceals its purpose, you often find that you have, 
and are, a devoted friend, really before you have felt suffi- 
cient gratitude for the opera-box which has been so often 
lent, the carriage which has been ever at hand, the brother 
who has received such civilities, or the ^Either who has 
been requested to accept some of the unattainable tokay 
which he has charmed you by admiring at your own table. 

The mancBuvres and tactics of society are infinitely more 
nnmerooB and infinitely finer than those of strategy. Woe 
betide the rash knight who dashes into the thick of the 
polished mel6e without some slight experience of his barb 
and his lance ! Let him look to his arms ! He will do 
well not to appear before his helm be plumed with some 
reputation, however slight. He may be very rich, or even 
very poor. We have seen that answer with a Belisarius- 
like air ; and more than one heix> without an obolas has 
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Btambled upon a fortune merely from liis contempt of 
ricliea. If to fight, or write, or dress be above you, why, 
then, you can ride, or dance, or even skutc; but do not 
think, as many young geiitlemtm are apt to believe, tbat 
Inllditg will fierve your purpose. That is the quicksand of 
your young beginnerB. All can talk in a publio assembly ; 
that is to say, all can give ub exhortations wliich do not 
■novo, and argnmentfl wliicb do not convince ; but to coa- 
verae in a private aasoinbly ia a dilTerent affair, and rare are 
the cfaaru<;(crs who can be endured if ihey exceed a whisper 
to their neighbours. But though mild and silent, be ever 
ready with the mpier of repartee, and be ever armed with 
the breastplate of good temper. You will infallibly gather 
laurels if you add to these the spear of sarcasm and tho 
shield of nonchalance. 

The high style of conversation where eloquence and 
philosophy emulate each other, where principles are pro* 
t'oundly expounded and felicitously illustrated, all this has 
ceased. It ceased in this countiy with Johnson and Burke, 
and it requires a Johnson and a Burke for its maintenance. 
There is no mediocrity in such discourse, no intermediate 
character between the sago and the bore. The second 
style, where men, not thiugB, are the staple, but whore wit, 
and refinement, and sensibility invest even personal detfula 
with intellectual interest, does flourish at present, as it 
always must in a highly civilised society. S. ia, or rather 
was, a fine specimen of this school, and ^[. and L. are his 
worthy rivals. This style ia indeed, for the moment, very 
interesting. Then comes your conversation man, who, wo 
confess, is our aversion. His talk is a thing apart, got up 
before he enters the company from whose conduct it should 
grow out. He site in the middle of a large table, and, with 
a brazen voice, bawla out bis anecdotes about Sir Thomas 
or Sir Humphry, Lord Blank, or my Lady Blue. He is 
incessant, yet not interesting ; ever varying, yet always 
monotonous. Even if we are amused, we ore no mora 
grateful for the entertainment than we are to the lamp 
over the table for the light which it universally sheds, and 
to yield which it was obtained on purpose. We are mors 
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gratified by the slight conversation of one who is often 
silent, but who speaks from his momentary feelings, than 
by all this hnllaballoo. Yet this machine is generally a 
faTOorite piece of furniture with the hostess. You may 
catch her eye as he recounts some adventure of the morn- 
ing, which proves that he not only belongs to every club, 
but goes to them, light up with approbation ; and then, 
when the ladies withdraw, and the female senate deliver 
their criticism upon the late actors, she will observe, with 
a gratified smile, to her confidante, that the dinner went 
off well, and that Mr. Bellow was very strong to-day. 

All this is horrid, and the whole affair is a delusion. A 
variety of people are brought together, who all come as 
late as possible, and retire as soon, merely to show they 
have other engagements. A dinner is prepared for them, 
which is hurried over, in order that a certain number of 
dishes should be, not tasted, but seen : and provided that 
there is no moment that an absolute silence reigns ; pro- 
vided that, besides the bustling of the servants, the 
clattering of the plates and knives, a stray anecdote is 
told, which, if good, has been heard before, and which, if 
new, is generally flat ; provided a certain number of certain 
names of people of consideration are introduced, by which 
some stranger, for whom the party is often secretly given, 
may learn the scale of civilisation of which he this moment 
forms a part ; provided the senators do not steal out too 
soon to the House, and their wives to another party, the 
hostess is congratulated on the success of her entertain- 
ment. 

And this glare, and heat, and noise, this congeries of 
individuals without sympathy and dishes without flavour ; 
this is society ! What an effect without a cause ! A man 
must be green indeed to stand this for two seasons. One 
cannot help thinking that one consequence of tlie increased 
intelligence of the present day will be a great change in 
the habits of our intercourse. 

To our tale ; we linger. Few who did not know too 
much of Sir Lucius Grafton could refrain from yielding 
him their regard when he chose to challenge it, and with 
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the Dacres He w&a auon an nuknowledgcd GiTonrite. As a 
new M.P., and hJtbertu donbtTul sup[>orter of the Cutholia 
o&nse, it was grateful to Mr. Daci-o's feelinga to find in him 
un &lly, and flattering' to Mr. Dacre's jndgmcnt when tba^t 
ally veutnred to consult him on his friendly openitioDB. 
With Miss Doure he was a mild, amiable man, who knew 
the world j thoroaghly gwod, but void of cant, and owner 
of a virtue not leas to bo dependnl on becaose his pasaioDB 
had once been strong, and he had ouce indulged then). 
His ojrperiencc of Ulie made him value domeslic fehcity ; 
becanse he knew that there was nu other source of happi- 
ness which was at once bo puro and 8o permanent. Bnt 
he waa not one uf those men who consider marriage aa ftn 
eitingoiehcr of all those feehnga and accomplishments 
wbioh throw a Instro on existcmce ; and he did not consider 
himself bonnd, because he had phgbted his faith toabean- 
tiful woniEui, immediately to terminate the very oondoct 
which had induced her to join him in the sacred and eternal 
pledge. Uis gaiety still sparkled, his wit still Hashed ; still 
he hastened to be foremost among the conrteons ; and still 
his high and ready gallantry indicated that he was not 
prepared to yield the fitting ornament of his still blooming 
youth. A thousand unobtrusive and delicate attentions 
which the innocent now received from him without a 
ttiought, save of Lady Aphrodite's good fortune; a thousand 
gay and sentimental axioms, which proved not only how 
agreeable ho was, but how enchanting he must have been j 
a thousand little deeds which struggled to shun the light, 
and which jialpably demonstrated that tlie gaiety of his 
wit, the splendour of his accompli.shmentfl, and the t«nder- 
neBs of his soul were only equalled by his unbounded 
generosity and unparalleled good temper; all those com- 
bined had made Sir Lucius Grafton, to uianv, always a 
delightful, ollen a dangerous, aud sometimes a fatAl, com- 
panion. He was one of those whose condoar is deadly. It 
was when he least endeavoured to conceal his character 
that its hidoousness least appeared. He confessed sometimes 
BO much, that you yielded that pity which, ere the shrived 
culprit could receive, by some fatal alchemy waa changed 
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into passion. His smile was a Inre, his speech was a spell ; 
bnt it was when he was silent, and almost gloomy, when 
yon canght his serions eye, charged, as it were, with emo- 
tion, gazing on yours, that if you had a gnardian sylph yon 
shonld have invoked its aid ; and we pray, if ever yon meet 
the man of whom we write, yonr invocation may not be 
forgotten, or be, what is more likely, too late. 

The Dacres, this season, were the subject of general con- 
versation. She was the distinguished beauty, and the 
dandies all agreed that his dinner was worthy of his daughter. 
Lady Fitz-pompey was not behind the welcoming crowd. 
She was too politic a leader not to feel anxious to enlist 
under her colours a recruit who was so calculated to main- 
tain the reputation of her forces. Fitz-pompey House must 
not lose its character for assembling the most distinguished, 
the most agreeable, and the most refined, and May Dacre 
was a divinity who would summon many a crowd to her 
niche in this Pantheon of Fashion. 

If any difficulty were for a moment anticipated in bring- 
ing about this arrangement, a fortunate circumstance seemed 
sufficient to remove it. Lord St. Maurice and Arundel 
Dacre had been acquainted at Vienna, and, though the 
intimacy was slight, it was sweet. St. Maurice had received 
many fiivours from the aUtuhe^ and, as he was a man of 
family and reputation, had been happy to greet him on his 
arrival in London. Before the Dacres made their appearance 
in town for the season Arundel had been initiated in the 
mysteries of Fitz-pompey House, and therefore a desire from 
that mansion to cultivate the good graces of his Yorkshire 
relation seemed not only not forced, but natural. So, the 
families met, and, to the surprise of each other, became 
even intimate, for May Dacre and Lady Caroline soon 
evinced a mutual regard for each other. Female friend- 
ships are of rapid growth, and in the present instance, when 
there was nothing on either side which was not lovable, it 
was quite miraculous, and the friendship, particularly on 
the part of Lady Caroline, shot up in one night, like a 
blooming aloe. 

Perhaps there is nothing more lovely than the love of 
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two besutifal women, wlia are not envioDB of each crtbar's 
tiharma. Hotr delightfully tliey impart to each other the 
pattern of a cap, or flounce, or frill ! bow oharmiugly they 
entrost some slight, slender secret about tinting a flower 
or netting a parse 1 Now, one leans over the other, and 
guides her ineiperienoed hand, as it moves in the mjBteries 
of some norel woi^, and then the other looks up with an 
pjre beaming with derotion ; and then again the first leanq 
down a little lower, and gentJy prcasoa her aromatic lips 
upon her friend's polished forehead. Those are aij^hts 
■which wo qniot men, who, like ' small Jack nomer,' know 
where to tako up a safe position, occasionally enjoy, bat 
which yonr noisy fellowB, who think that women never 
want to be alone, a sad mistake, and consequently mnst be 
always breaking or stringing a guitar, or cutting a pencil, 
or splitting a crowquill, or overlnming the grtld ink, or 
fiCi-ibbling over a pattern, or doing any other of the thousand 
acts of mischief, are debarred fram. 

Not that these bright flowers o(t«n bloomed alone; a 
blossom not lesa brilliant generally shared with them the 
same parterre. Mrs. Dallington completed the bonqnat, 
and Arandel Dacre was the butterfly, who, she was glad to 
perceive, was seldom absent when her presence added 
beanty to the beaucifnl. Indeed, she bad good reason to 
feel confidence in her attractions. Independently of her 
charms, which asanredly were great, her fortnnei, which 
was even gruater, possessed, sho was well aware, no slight 
allurement to one who ever trembled when he thought of 
his dependence, and oflen glowed when he mnsed over his 
ambition. Uis slight bat increasing notice was duly es- 
timated by one who was perfectly acquainted with his 
peculiar tamper, and daily perceived how disrogardtiil ho 
was of all otlicra, except her and his cousin. Bat a coiisin ! 
She felt confidence in the theory of Sir Lucius Grafton. 

And the yoang Duke ; have we forgotten him ? Sooth to 
Bay, he was seldom with our heroine or heroines. He had 
called on Mr. Dacre, and had greeted him with marked 
cordiality, and be had sometimes met him and his dauglitor 
in Booie^.. Bot althongh invited, he bad hitherto avoided 



THE YOUNG DUKE. 157 

being their visitor ; and the comparatively secluded life 
which he now led prevented him from seeing them oflen at 
other houses. Mr. Dacre, who was unaware of what had 
passed between him and his daughter, thought his conduct 
inexplicable ; but his former guardian remembered that it 
was not the first time that his behaviour had been unusual, 
and it was never the disposition of Mr. Dacre to promote 
explanations. 

Our hero felt annoyed at his own weakness. It would 
have been infinitely more worthy of so celebrated, so un- 
rivalled a personage as the Duke of St. James not to have 
given the woman who had rejected him this evidence of her 
power. According to etiquette, he should have called there 
daily and have dined there weekly, and yet never have 
given the former object of his adoration the slightest idea 
that he cared a breath for her presence. According to 
etiquette, he should never have addressed her but in a vein 
of persiflage, and with a smile which indicated his perfect 
heartease and her bad taste. According to etiquette, he 
should have flirted with every woman in her company, rode 
with her in the Park, walked with her in the Gardens, 
chatted with her at the Opera, and drank wine with her at 
a water party ; and finally, to prove how sincere he was in 
his former estimation of her judgment, have consulted her 
on the presents which he should make to some intimate 
friend of hers, whom he announces as his future bride. 
This is the way to manage a woman ; and the result may 
be conceived. She stares, she starts, she sighs, she weeps ; 
feels highly oflended at her friend daring to accept him ; 
writes a letter of rejection herself to the affianced damsel, 
which she makes him sign, and then presents him with the 
hand which she always meant to be his. 

But this was above our hero. The truth is, whenever he 
thought of May Dacre his spirit sank. She had cowed 
him ; and her arrival in London had made him as dissatisfied 
with his present mode of life as he had been with his 
former career. They had met again, and under circum- 
stances apparently, to him, the most unfavourablo. Althougli 
he was hopeless, yet he dreaded to think what she might 
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hear of him. Her contempt was bitter ; her dislike would 
even be worse. Tet it seemed impossible to retrieve. He 
was plunged deeper than he imagined. Embarrassed, 
entangled, involved, he flew to Lady Afy, half in pique 
and half in misery. Passion had ceased to throw a glitter- 
ing veil around this idol ; but she was kind, and pure, and 
gentle, and devoted. It was consoling to be loved to one 
who was so wretched. It seemed to him that life must 
ever be a blank without the woman who, a few months 
ago, he had felt an encumbrance. The recollection of past 
happiness was balm to one who was so forlorn. He shuddered 
at the thought of losing his only precious possession, and he 
was never more attached to his mistress than when the 
soul of friendship rose from the body of expired love. 



CHAPTER Vm. 



The Duke of St. James dines to-day with Mr. Annesley. 
Men and things should be our study ; and it is universally 
acknowledged that a dinner is the most important of affairs, 
and a dandy the most important of individuals. K we 
liked, we could give you a description of the f&te which 
should make all your mouths water ; but everyone cooks 
now, and ekes out his page by robbing Jarrin and by 
rifling Ude. 

Charles Annesley was never seen to more advantage than 
when a host. Then his superciliousness would, if not 
vanish, at least subside. He was not less calm, but some- 
what less cold, like a summer lake. Therefore we will have 
an eye upon his party; because, to dine with dandies 
should be a prominent feature in your career, and mast not 
be omitted in this sketch of the * Life and Times * of our 
young hero. 

The party was of that number which at once secures a 
variety of conversation and the impossibility of two persons 
speaking at the same time. The guests were his Gbace, 
Lord Squib, and Lord Darrell. 
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TLe repast, like everything connected with Mr. Anneslej, 
was refined and exqnisite, rather slight than solid, and 
more novel than various. There was no affectation of gour- 
manddsej the vice of male dinners. Your imagination and 
jour sight were not at the same time dazzled and confused 
by an agglomeration of the peculiar luxuries of every clime 
and every season. As you mused over a warm and sunny 
flavour of a brown soup, your host did not dilate upon the 
milder and moonlight beauties of a white one. A gentle 
dallying with a whiting, that chicken of the ocean, was not 
a signal for a panegyric of the darker attraction of a 
matelotte a la royale. The disappearance of the first course 
did not herald a catalogue of discordant dainties. You were 
not recommended to neglect the croquettes because the 
boudins might claim attention ; and while you were crown- 
ing your important labours with a quail you were not 
reminded that the pdte de Troyes, unlike the less reasonable 
human race, would feel offended if it were not cut. Then 
the wines were few. Some sherry, with a pedigree like an 
Arabian, heightened the flavour of the dish, not interfered 
with it ; as a toady keeps up the conversation which he 
does not distract. A goblet of Graffenburg, with a bouquet 
like woman's breath, made you, as you remembered some 
liquid which it had been your fate to fall upon, suppose 
that German wines, like German barons, required some 
discrimination, and that hock, like other titles, was not 
always the sign of the high nobility of its owner. A glass 
of claret was the third grace. But, if we had been there, 
we should have devoted ourselves to one of the sparkling 
sisters ; for one wine, like one woman, is sufficient to in- 
terest one's feelings for four-and-twenty hours. Fickleness 
we abhor. 

' I observed you riding to-day with the gentle Leonora, 
St. James,' said Mr. Annesley. 

* No ! her sister.' 

* Indeed ! Those girls are uncommonly alike. The fact 
is, now, that neither face nor figure depends upon nature.' 

* No,' said Lord Squib ; ' all that the artists of the pro- 
sent day want is a model. Let a family provide one 
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linmlBome eistcr, and the hideonBnesa of the otLers will nrit 
prevent them, unJer good maDagement, from being iui«- 
takcn, hy the hcBt judges, for the beanty, six times in the 
■amo honr.' 

' Ton are trying, I snppoBO, to aceoant for yoor nnfor- 
tncate error at Clevepley'e, on Monday, Squib?' awd Lord 
Darrell, laughing. 

' Pooh ! all nonsenBG.' 

" Whftt waa it ? ' said Mr. Annesley. 

* Not a word trne,' said Lord Squib, Btifling cario's'fy. 

* I believe it,' eaid the Dnke, without having heard a 
syllable. ' Come, Darrell, out with it ! ' 

' It really ia nothing very particular, only it is whispered 
that Squib said Bomotbiug to Lady Cleverloy which leade 
her ring the bell, and that he eicused binufelf to his Itord. 
Bhip by protesting that, from their similarity of dress and 
manner and strong family likenesa, he bad loistakca tho 
Conntess for her sister," 

Omnes. ' Well done, Squib ! And were yon iulrodaced 
to the right person ? ' 

'Wliy,' Baid his Lordship, 'fortunately I contrived to 
fall out about the settlements, and so I escaped.' 

' So the chaBto Diana is to be the new patrooeas?' said 
Ix>rd Darrell, 

' So I nnderstand,' rejoined Mr. Annealoy. ' Thia is the 
Bgo of unexpected appointments.' 

' On dit that when it was notified to the party most 
interested, there was a riiler to the hiL, exclndiug my 
Lord's relations.' 

'Ha, ha, ha,' fainily laughed Mr, Annoaley. ' Wliat have 
they been doing so remarkable ? ' 

'Nothing,' said Lord Sqaib, 'That is just their fault. 
They have every renommondation ; but when any member 
of that family ia in a room, everybody feels so exceedingly 
eleepy that they all sink to tho ground. That is tha 
reason that there ai'e so many ottomans at Heavyaide 
Hoaae.' 

' la it true,' asked the Duke, ' that his Grace really haa a 
Sapper 't ' 
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* Unqnestionablj,' said Lord Squib. ' The other day I 
was annomiced, and his attendant was absent. He had 
loft bis instminent on a sofa. I immediately took it up, 
and touched my Lord upon his hnmp. I never knew him 
more entertaining. He really was quite lively.' 

' But Diana is a £&vonrite goddess of mine/ said 
Annesley ; ' taste that hock.' 

* Superb ! Wbere did yon get it ? ' 
' A present from poor Bafifenburg.' 

' Ah ! where is he now ? ' 

* At Paris, I believe.' 

' Paris ! and where is she ? ' 

* I liked BaiTonbiirg,' said Lord Sqnib ; ' he always re- 
minded me of a country innkeeper who supplies you with 
pipes and tobacco gratis, provided that you will dine with 
him.' 

' He had unrivalled meerschaums,' said Mr. Annesley, 
' and he was most liberal. There are two. You know I 
never use them, but they are handsome furniture.' 

' Those Dalmaines are fine girls,' said the Duke of St. 
James. 

* Very pretty creatures ! Do you know, Duke,' said 
Annesley, * I think the youngest one something like ^liss 
Dacre.' 

' Lideed ! I cannot say the resemblance struck me.' 
' I see old mother Dalmaine dresses her as mnch like the 

Doncaster belle as she possibly can.' 

^ Yes, and spoils her,' said Lord Squib ; ' but old mother 

Dalmaine, with all her fuss, was ever a bad cook, and 

overdid everything.' 

* Young Dalmaine, they say,' observed Lord Darrell, * is 
in a sort of a scrape.' 

•Ah! what?' 

* Oh I some concision at head-quarters. A great tallow- 
chandler's son got into the regiment, and committed some 
heresy at mess.' 

' I do not know the brother,' said the Duke. 
' You are fortunate, then. He is unendurable. To give 
yon an idea of him, suppose you met him here (which you 
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nerer will), he would write to you the next day, "My dear 
St. James," ' 

' My tailor presented me his beat complimenta, the other 
morning,' said the Duke. 

' The world is growing familiar,' said Mr. Annesley. 

' There must be some remedy,' said Lord Darrell. 

' Tos ! ' said Lord Stinib, with indignation. ' Tradesmen 
now-a^days console themselves for not getting their bills 
ptud by asking their caatomers to dinner.' 

' It IB shocking,' said Mr. Annesley. with a forlorn air. 
' Do yon know, I never eater society now without taking 
as many preliminary precautiona as if the plague raged in 
all our chambers. In vain have I hitherto prided myself 
on my eiiatence being unknown to the million. I never 
now stand still in a street, lest my portrait be canght for 
a lithograph ; I never venture to a strange dinner, lest I 
shonM starablo upon a fiishionablo novelist ; and even with 
&U this vigilance, and all this denial, I have an intimate 
friend whom 1 cannot cut, and who, they say, writos for the 
Court Jonmal.' 

' But why cannot you cut him ? ' asked Lord DarreU. 

* He is my brother ; and, you know, I pride myself upon 
ray domestic feelings.' 

' Tea ! ' said Lord Squib, ' to judge from what the world 
says, one would think, Annesley, you were a Brummell ! ' 

' Squib, not oven in jest couple my name with one 
whom I will not call a savage, merely beciiase he is nn- 
fortnuate." 

* What did yon think of l>tt]e Eugenie, Annesley, last 
night? ' asked the Duke. 

' Well, very well, indeed ; something like lirocard'a 
■worst.' 

' I was a little disappointed in her d^but, and mnch in- 
teresfed in her eoccesB, She vras rather a favourite of 
mine at Paris, so I invited her to the Alhambra yesterday, 
with Claadina Piggott and some more. I had half a mind 
to poll you in, but I know you do not much admira 
Piggott." 

' On the contrary, I huve been in Piggott's company 
without being much offended.' 
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* I ihink Piggott improves/ said Lord Darrell. * It was 
tboso waistcoats which excited such a prejudice against 
liim when he first came over.' 

'What! a prejudice against Peacock Piggott!' said 
Lord Squib; * pretty Peacock Piggott! Tell it not in 
Oath, whisper it not in Ascalon ; and, above all, insinuate 
it not to Lady de Courcy.' 

*• There is not much danger of my insinuating anything 
to her,' said Mr. Annesley. 

* Your compact, I hope, is religiously observed,' said the 
Dnke. 

*Tefl, very welL There was a slight infraction once, 
but I sent Charles Fitzroy as an ambassador, and war was 
not declared.' 

* Do you mean,' asked Lord Squib, * when your cabriolet 
broke down before her door, and she sent out to request 
that you would make yourself quite at home ? ' 

* I mean that fittal day,' replied Mr. Annesley. ' I afler- 
wards discovered she had bribed my tiger.' 

' Do you know Eugenie's sister, St. James ? ' asked Lord 
Darrell. 

* Yes : she is very clever ; very popular at Paris. But I 
like Eugenie, because she is so good-natured. Her laugh 
is so hearty.' 

* So it is,' said Lord Squib. * Do you remember that 
girl at Madrid, Annesley, who used to laugh so ? ' 

* What^ Isidora ? She is coming over.' 

'But I thouglit it was high treason to plunder the 
grandees' dovecotes ? ' 

* Why, all our regular official negotiations have failed. 
She is not permitted to treat with a foreign manager ; but 
the new Ambassador has a secretary, and that secretary 
has some diplomatic ability, and so, Isidora is to be 
smuggled over.' 

* In a red box, I suppose,' said Lord Squib. 

* I rather admire our Adele,' said the Duke of St. 
James. * I really think she dances with more aplomb than 
any of them.' 

* Oh 1 certainly ; she is a favourite of mine.' 
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' Bnt I like tliat wild little Dncis,' Gaid Lord Squib. 
' She puts me in mind of a wild cat.' 

' And Mamnia of a Bengal tiger,' Bud his Grace. 

' She is a fine woman, tliough,' said Ijord DaireU. 

' I think j'oiir conKin, St. James,' said Lord Sqnib, ' wiU 
get into a ecrape with Marimia. I remember Cbctwynd 
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' should have broken up if it had not been 



an Bxtmvagnnt fellow,' siiid Mr. Anneslejr : 
n at his boulevcreemetil for advine, as I have 
the reputation of a good economist. I do not know how it 
is, though I see tlieso things pcrpetoallj happen j bat why 
men, and men of small fortones, should commit such 
follies, really exceeds my comprehension. Ten thousand 
pounds for trinkets, and nearly as much for old forai- 

* Chetwynd kept it up a good many years, though, I 
think,' said Lord Darrell. ' I I'omember going to see his 
rooms when I first came over. You recollect his pearl 
fountain of Cologne water?' 

' Millecolonnes fitted up his place, I think ? ' asked the 
young Duko ; ' but it was bafoi-e my time.' 

' Oh ! yes ; little Bijou,' said Ani)c<sley. ' He has done 
yon justice, Duke. I think tho Alhambra much the 
prettiest thing iu town.' 

' I was attacked the other day moat vigorously by Mrs. 
Dallington to obtain a sight,' said Lord Squib. 'I re- 
ferred her to Lucy Grafton. Do you know, St. James, I 
have half a stnutge idea that there is a renewal in that 
quarter ? ' 

' So they say,' said the Duke ; ' if bo, I oonfces I am 
surprised.' But they rememhored Lord Darrell, and thn 
conversation turned. 

' Thuse are clover horses of Lincoln Graves,' said Mr, 
Annesley. 

' Neat cattle, as Bagshot says,' observed Lord Squib. 

' Is it true that Bag is going to marry one of the 
Wrekins ? ' asked the Duke. 



THE YOUNG DUKE. 165 



* Wliich ? ' asked Lord Squib ; * not Sophy, surely ? I 
thought she was to be your cousin. I dare say/ he added, 
*a false report. I suppose, to use a Bagshotism, his 
governor wants it ; but I should think Lord Cub would not 
yet be taken in. By-the-bye, he says you have promised 
to propose him at White's, St. James.' 

' Oppose him, I said,' rejoined the Duke. ' Bag really 
never understands English. However, I think it as 
probable that he will lounge there as on the Treasury 
bench. That was his " governor's " last shrewd plan.' 

' Darrell,' said Lord Squib, ' is there any chance of my 
being a Commissioner for anything? It struck me last 
night that I had never been in office.' 

* I do not think. Squib, that you ever will be in office, if 
even jou be appointed.' 

* Chi the contrary, my good fellow, my punctuality should 
surprise jou. I should like very much to be a lay lord, 
because I cannot afford to keep a yacht, and theirs, they 
saj, are not sufficiently used, for the Admirals think it 
spooney, and the land-lubbers are always sick.' 

* I think myself of having a yacht this summer,' said the 
Duke of St. James. ' Be my captain, Squib.' 

*K you be serious I will commence my duties to. 
morrow. 

* I am serious. I think it will be amusing. I give you 
full authority tp do exactly what you like, provided, in two 
months' time, I have the crack vessel in the club.' 

'I begin to press. Annesley, your dinner is so good 
that you shall be purser ; and Darrell, you are a man of 
business, you shall be his clerk. For the rest, I think St. 
Maurice may claim a place, and ' 

' Peacock Piggott, by all means,' said the Duke. ' A gay 
sailor is quite the thing.' 

'And Charles Fitzroy,' said Annesley, 'because I am 
under obligations to him, and promised to have him in my 
oye.' 

' And Bagshot for a butt,' said the Duke. 

* And Backbite for a buffoon,' said Mr. Annesley. 
^And for the rest,' said the young Duke, 'the rest of 
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tlie crew, 1 vote, sh&ll ha women. The Salmaiikos will 

just do.' 

' And the little Trevors,' said hard DarrelL 

' And Long Harrington,' aiiid Lord Sqoib, * She is my 

' Atid the yoong Ducie,' snid Aimestey. 'And Un. 
Dallington of course, aud Caroline St. Muunce, and ChsT' 
lotte DIoomerty ; realty, ahe was dreEsed most prettily laat 
night; and, above all, the Queen Bee of the hive, May 
Dacre, eh ! St. James F And I knvo another proposition,' 
said Auncsley, with unnaiml animation. ' May Dacre wou 
the St. Leger, and ruled the course ; and May Dacre shall 
win the cnp, and rule the waves. Our yacht shall be 
christened by the Lady Bird of Yorkshire,' 

' What a dclightrul tbin)^ it would bo,' said tlia Duke of 
St. James, 'if, throughout life, we might always choose our 
crew ; cnll the beauties, and banish the bores.' 

' But that is irapOHsible,' said Lord Durrell. ' Every 
ornament of society is counterbalfinced by some accom- 
panying blur. I have invarinbly observed that the ugliness 
of a chaperon ia exactly in proportion to the charms of her 
charge -, and that if a man be distinguished for his wit, 
his appearance, hia style, or any other good quality, he is 
sure to be saddled with roiuo family or connection, who 
require all hia popularily to gain tbem a passport into the 
crowd.' 

' One might collect an unexceptionable coterie firom our 
present crowd,' said Mr. Annesley. 'It would be curious 
to assemble all the pet lambs of the flock.' 

' Is it impossible ? ' asked the Duke. 

' Burlington is the only man who dare try,' said Lord 
DorreU. 

' I doubt whether any individual would have enftcieat 
pluck,' said Lord Stjuib. 

' Yes,' said the Duke, ' it must, I think, be a joint- 
stock company to share the glory and the odium. Let db 
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By Heavens it would be sublime, if practicable ; bat the 
difficulty does indeed seem insurmountable.' 

* Why, we would not do it/ said the young Dake, * if it 
were not difficult. The first thing is to get a &ame for 
our picture, to hit upon some happy pretence for as- 
sembling in an impromptu style the young and gay. Our 
purpose must not be too obvious. It must be something 
to which all expect to be asked, and where the prer.ence of 
all is impossible ; so that, in fixing tipon a particular member 
of a family, we may seem influenced by the wish that no 
circle should be neglected. Then, too, it should be some- 
thing like a water-party or a f^te champStre, where colds 
abound and fits are always caught, so that a consideration 
for the old and the infirm may authorise us not to invite 
tliem ; then, too ' 

Omnes. ^ Bravo ! bravo ! St. James. It shall be ! it 
shaUbel' 

' It must be a f^te champStre,' said Annesley, decidedly, 
* and as far from town as possible.' 

* Twickenham is at your service,' said the Duke. 

* Just the place, and just the distance. The only objec- 
tion is, that, by being yours, it will saddle the enterprise 
too much upon you. We must all bear our share in the 
nproar, for, trust me, there will be one ; but there are a 
thousand ways by which our responsibility may be insisted 
upon. For instance, let us make a list of all our guests, 
and then let one of us act as secretary, and sign the invita- 
tions, which shall be like tickets. No other name need 
appear, and the hosts will indicate themselves at the place 
of rendezvous.* 

*My Lords,' said Lord Squib, *I rise to propose the 
health of Mr. Secretary Annesley, and I think il* anyone 
carry the business through, it will be he.' 

' I accept the trust. At present be silent as night ; for 
we have much to mature, and our success depends upon 
our secrecy.' 
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CHAPTER IX 

Arundel Dacre, though little apt to cultivate an axs- 
quaintance with anyone, called on the young Duke the 
morning after their meeting. The truth is, his imagina- 
tion was touched by our hero's appearance. His Grace 
possessed all that accomplished manner of which Arundel 
painfully felt the want, and to which he eagerly yielded his 
admiration. He earnestly desired the Duke's friendship, 
but, with his usual mauvaise honte, their meeting did not 
advance his wishes. He was as shy and constrained as 
usual, and being really desirous of appearing to advantage, 
and leaving an impression in his favour, his manner was 
even divested of that somewhat imposing coldness which 
was not altogether ineffective. In short, he was rather 
disagreeable. The Duke was courtiCous, as he usually was, 
and ever to the Dacres, bat he was not cordial. He dis- 
liked Arundel Dacre ; in a word, he looked upon him as his 
favoured rival. The two young men occasionally met, but 
did not grow more intimate. Studiously polite the young 
Duke ever was both to him and to his lovely cousin, for his 
pride concealed his pique, and he was always afraid lest his 
manner should betray his mind. 

In the meantime Sir Lucius Graflon apparently was 
running his usual course of triumph. It is fortunate that 
those who will watch and wonder about everything are 
easily satisfied with a reason, and are ever quick in de- 
tecting a cause ; so Mrs. Dallington Yere was the fact that 
duly accounted for the Baronet's intimacy with the Dacres. 
All was right again between them. It was unusual, to be 
sure, these rifacimentos ; still she was a charming woman ; 
and it was well known that Lucius had spent twenty 
thousand on the county. Where was that to come from, 
they should like to know, but from old Dallington Vere's 
Yorkshire estates, which he had so wisely left to his pretty 
wife by the pink paper codicil ? 

And this lady of so many loves, how felt she ? Most 
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agreeably, as all dames do who dote npon a passion which 
they feel convinced will be returned, but which still waits 
for a response. Amndel Dacre would yield her a smile 
from a face more worn by thought than joy ; and Arundel 
Dacre, who was wont to muse alone, was now ever ready to 
join his cousin and her friends in the ride or the promenade. 
Miss Dacre, too, had noticed to her a kindly change in her 
cousin's conduct to Her &ther. He was more cordial to his 
uncle, sought to pay him deference, and seemed more de- 
sirous of gaining his good- will. The experienced eye, too, 
of this pretty woman allowed her often to observe that her 
hero's presence was not particularly occasioned, or par- 
ticularly inspired, by his cousin. In a word, it was to 
herself that his remarks were addressed, his attentions 
devoted, and often she caught his dark and liquid eye fixed 
upon her beaming and refulgent brow. 

Sir Lucius Grafbon proceeded with that strange mixture 
of craft and passion which characterised him. Each day 
his heart yearned more for the being on whom his thoughts 
should never have pondered. Now exulting in her increased 
confidence, she seemed already his victim ; now awed by her 
majestic spirit, he despaired even of her being his bride. 
Now melted by her unsophisticated innocence, he cursed 
even the least unhallowed of his purposes ; and now en- 
chanted by her consummate loveliness, he forgot all but her 
beauty and his own passion. 

Often had he dilated to her, with the skill of an arch 
deceiver, on the blessings of domestic joy ; often, in her 
presence, had his eye sparkled, when he watched the infan- 
tile graces of some playful children. Then he would 
embrace them with a soft care and gushing fondness, enough 
to melt the heart of any mother whom he was desirous to 
seduce, and then, with a half-murmured sigh, he regretted, 
in broken accents, that he, too, was not a father. 

In due time he proceeded even further. Dark hints of 
domestic infelicity broke unintentionally from his ungo- 
vemed lips. Miss Dacre stared. He quelled the tumult 
of his thoughts, struggled with his outbreaking feeliugs, 
and triumphed ; yet not without a tear, which forced its way 
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down a face not formed for griof, and quivored npoa bis fuir 
and dowDj cheek. Sir Lucius Graftoa nas well ww&re of 
the magio of hia beauty, and used his charms to betray, as 

Miss Dacre, whose Roul v/ob sympathy, felt in ailence for 
this excellent, tliis injnred, this nnhappy, this agreeable 
man. 111 conld even her practised manner check the coirent 
of her mind, or conceal from Lady Aphrodite that she 
poBfiessed her disHke. As for the yoang Duke, he fell into 
the lowest abyss of bcr opioians, and was looked upon aa 
alike frivolous, heartless, aad irrectaimabte. 

Bat bow are the friends with whom we dined yesterday f 
Frequent were the meetings, deep the consultations, infimtt) 
tlie suggestions, innamerable the expedients. In the morn- 
ing they met and breakfasted with Annesley ; in the al^r- 
noon they met and limched with Lord Squib; in the 
evening they met and dined n'ith Lord Darrell ; and at 
night they met and supped at the Alhambra. Each oooucil 
only the more convinced them that the scheme was feasible, 
and must be giorions. At la^t their ideas were matured, 
and Annesley took steps to break a great event to the 
world, who were on the eve of being astonished. 

He repaired to Lady Bloomerly. The world sometimes 
talked of her Ladyship and Mr. Annesley ; the world were 
quite wrong, as they often are on this B>ibject. llr. Annesley 
knew the value of a female friend. By Lady Bloomerly's 
advice, the plan was entrusted in confidence to about a 
dozen dames equally influential. Then a few of tbe most 
considered male friends heard a strange report. Lord 
Darrell dropped a rumour at the Treasury; but with hia 
finger on the mouth, and leaving himself out of the listr 
proceeded to give his favourable opinion of the project, 
merely as a disinterested and expected guest Then the 
Duke promised Peacock Piggott one night at the Alhambra, 
but swore him to soleiuti secrecy over a vase of sherbet. 
Then Squib told his tailor, in consideration that his bill 
should not be sent in ; and finally, the Bird of Paradise 
betrayed the whole afi'air to the musical world, who were, 
of course, all agog. Then, when ruiuour began to wag its 
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hundred tongnes, the twelve peeresses found themselves 
bound in honour to step into the breach, yielded the plan 
their decided approbation, and their avowed patronage 
puzzled the grumblers, silenced the weak, and sneered down 
the obstinate. 

The invitations began to issue, and the outcry against 
them burst forth. A fronde was formed, but they wanted 
a De Betz ; and many kept back, with the hope of being 
bribed from joining it. The four cavaliers soon found 
themselves at the head of a strong party, and then, like a 
faction who have successfully struggled for toleration, they 
now openly maintained their supremacy. It was too late 
to cabaL The uninvited could only console themselves by 
a passive sulk or an active sneer ; but this would not do, 
and their bilious countenances betrayed their chagriu. 

The difficulty now was, not to keep the bores away, but 
to obtain a few of the beauties, who hesitated. A chaperon 
must be found for one; another must be added on to a 
party, like a star to the cluster of a constellation. Among 
those whose presence was most ardently desired, but seemed 
most doubt^l, was Miss Dacre. An invitation had been 
sent to her &ther ; but he was out of town, and she did not 
like to join so peculiar a party without him : but it was 
unanimously agreed that, without her, the afiair would be 
a fiulure; and Charles Annesley was sent, envoy extra- 
ordinary, to arrange. With the good aid of his friend Mrs. 
Dallington all was at length settled ; and fervid prayers 
that the important day might be ushered in by a smiling 
sun were offered up during the next fortnight, at half-past 
six eveiy morning, by all civilised society, who then hurried 
to their night's rest. 



CHAPTER X. 



The fete at *the Pavilion,' such was the title of the 
Twickenham Villa, though the subject of universal interest, 
was anticipated by no one with more eager anxiety than by 
Sir Lucius Grafton ; for that day, he determined, should 
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dociilo tliQ fate at tho Duke of St. James. He was sanguine 

as t« the result, nor without reaeon. For the last montli 
he had, by bis dark machinery, played desperatoly npon 
the feelings of I^dj Aphrodite ; and more than once had 
the dispatched rapid nutea to her admirer for counsel and 
for consolation. The Duke was more skilful in soothing hor 
griefs than in devising eipedients for tbeir removal. Ho 
treated the threatened as a distant evil ! and wiped away 
her tears iu a manner which is almost an encouragemeitt 
to weep. 

At last the eventfnl mom arrived, and a acomliing sun 
made those esult to whom the barge and the awning pro- 
mised a progress eqnallj calm and cool. Woe to tbe 
dusty brit/ska ! woe to the molten fomaco of the crimson 
cabriolet ! 

They came, as the stars come out from the heavens, 
wbat time the san is in his first repose : now a single hero, 
brilliant aa a planet; now a splendid party, clustering tiko 
A constollaliou. Music is on the waters and perfume on 
the land ; each moment a btirqne glides up with its rymbais, 
each moment a calvacade bright with bouquets ! 

Ah, gathering of brightness I al), meeting of lustre! 
why, why are you to be celebrated by one so obscure and 
dull as I amp Ye Lady Carolines and ye Lady Fran- 
ceses, ye Iddy Barbaras and ye Lady Blanches, is it my 
fault ? 

0, graceful Lord Fraucia, why, why have yon loft us ; 
why, why have yon exchanged yoar Ionian lyre for an Irish 
liarpF Ton wore not made for politics; leave them to 
clerks. Fly, fly back to pleasure, to frolic, and fun ! 
Confess, now, that yOu sometimes do feel a Uttle queer. 
We say notliing of the difference between May Fair ai.d 
Don uy brook. 

And thou, too, Luttrell, gayest bard that ever thi-ow off 
a triplet amid the clattering of cabs and the chattering of 
clubs, art thou, too, mute ? Where, where dost thou linger ? 
Is our Druid among the oaks of Amptbill; or, like a 
truant Etonian, la he larking among the beeches of Bum- 
ham ? What ! has the immortal letter, unlike all other 
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ITOod advicOp absolutelj not been thrown away ? or is the 
jade incorrigible ? Whichever be the case, jon need not 
be silent. There is yet enongh to do, and yet enough to 
instruct. Teach us that wealth is not elegance ; that pro> 
fusion is not magnificence ; and that splendour is not beauty. 
Teach us that taste is a talisman which can do greater 
wonders than the millions of the loanmonger. Teach us 
that to vie is not to rival, and to imitate not to invent. 
Teach us that pretension is a bore. Teach us that wit 
is excessively good-natured, and, like champagne, not only 
pparkles, but is sweet. Teach us the vulgarity of malignity. 
Teach us that envy spoils our complexions, and that 
anxiety destroys our figure. Catch the fleeting colours of 
that sly chameleon. Cant, and show what excessive trouble 
we are ever taking to make ourselves miserable and sUly. 
Teach us all this, and Aglaia shall stop a crow in its course 
and present you with a pen, Thalia hold the golden fluid in 
a Sevres vase, and Eophrosyne support the violet-coloured 
scroll. 

The four hosts greeted the arrivals and assisted the 
disembarkations, like the famous four sons of Aymon. 
They were all dressed alike, and their costume excited 
great attention. At first it was to have been very plain, 
black and white and a single rose ; but it was settled that 
simplicity had been overdone, and, like a country girl after 
ber first season, had turned into a most aflected baggage, 
so they agreed to be regal ; and fancy uniforms, worthy of 
the court of Oberon, were the order of the day. We 
shall not describe them, for the description of costume is 
the most inventive province of our historical novelists, 
and we never like to be unfair, or trench upon our neigh- 
bour's lands or rights ; but the Alhambra button indicated 
a mystical confederacy, and made the women quite frantic 
with curiosity. 

The guests wandered through the gardens, always 
various, and now a paradise of novelty. There were four 
brothers, fresh from the wildest recesses of the Carpathian 
Mount, who threw out such woodnotes wild that all the 
artists stared; and it was universally agreed that, had 
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they not been French olioros-sing^ra, they would have been 
quite a miracle. But the Lapland niatera were the true 
prodigy, nlio danced the MuzorkBi in the nationaJ style. 
There was also a firo-eator; hnt some said he wonld never 
set the river in Bamea, though he had an antidote agBinst 
all poisons! Bnt then onr Mithridatea always tried its 
▼irtnea on a stuffed poodle, whose bark evinced its vitality. 
There also was a ^piant in the wildest part of the shrubbi^y, 
and a dwarf, on whom the ladies showered their sngar- 
plums, and who, in return, offered tliem tobacco, Bnt it 
was not true thitt the giant sported stilts, or that the 
dwarf was a sucking-babe. Some people are so saspicions. 
Then a bell rang, and aasemblod them in the conc*;rt- 
room : and the llird of Paradise who to-day was con- 
signed to the cavalierahip of Peacock Piggott, conde-scended 
to favour them with a now song, which no one had ever 
heard, and which, consequently, made them fool m.oro in- 
tensely all tho sDbiimity of exclusiveness. Shall we forget 
the panniers of shoes which Melnotte liad placed in every 
qnarier of the gardens P We will say nothing of Mamdan'a 
cases of caps, because, for this incident. Lord Bagshot is 
onr authority. 

On a sudden, it seemed that a thousand bugles broke ths 
bine air, iind they were summoned to a di^'jeiiner in four 
crimson tents worthy of Sardanapatus. Over each wared 
the soutcheon of the president. Glittering were the glories 
of the hundred qnarterings of tho hoose of Darrcll. ' Si 
iw» e vera i bm trovaio,' was the motto. Lord DarrQll's 
graadiather hod been a saccessful lawyer. Lord Squib's 
emblaionry was a satire on its owner. ' Holdfasl ' was the 
motto of a man who had let loose. Aunestey'a simple shield 
spoke of the Conqnest ; but all paled before the banner of 
the hoase of Hanteville, for it indicated an alliance witli 
royalty. The attendants of each pavilion woi-e the Uvery 
of its lord. 

. Shall we attempt to describe the delicacy of this bi.n- 
qiiet, where imagination had been racked for novel luxury? 
Through the centre of each table ran a rivulet of wee- 
water, and gold aud silver fish glanced in its unriTalled 
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coarse. The bouquets were exchanged every half-hour, 
and mnsic soft and subdned, but constant and thiilling, 
wound them np bj exqnisite gradations to that pitch of 
refined excitement which is so strange a nnion of delicacy 
and yolnptnonsness, when the soul, as it were, becomes 
sensual, and the body, as it were, dissolves into spirit. And 
in this choice assembly, where all was youth, and elegance, 
and beauty, was it not right that every sound should be 
melody, eveiy sight a sight of loveliness, and every thought 
a thought of pleasure ? 

They arose and re-assembled on the lawn, where they 
found, to their surprise, had arisen in their absence a Dutch 
Fair. Numerous were the booths, innumerable were the 
contents. The first artists had arranged the picture and 
the costumes ; the first artists had made the trinkets and 
the toys. And what a veiy agreeable fair, where all might 
suit i^eir &ncy without the permission of that sulky 
tyrant, a purse ! All were in excellent humour, and no 
false shame prevented them from plundering the stalls. 
The noble proprietors set the example. Annesley offered a 
bouquet of precious stones to Charlotte Bloomerly, and it 
was accepted, and the Duke of St. James showered a sack 
of whimsical breloques among a scrambling crowd of 
laughing beauties. Among them was Miss Dacre. He 
had not observed her. Their eyes met, and she smiled. It 
seemed that he had never felt happiness before. 

Ere the humours of the fair could be exhausted they 
were summoned to the margin of the river, where four 
painted and gilded galleys, which might have sailed down 
the Cydnus, and each owning its peculiar chief, prepared 
to struggle for pre-eminence in speed. All betted ; and 
the Duke, encouraged by the smile, hastened to Miss Dacre 
to try to win back some of his Doncaster losses, but 
Arundel Dacre had her arm in his, and she was evidently 
delighted with his discourse. His Grrace*s blood turned, 
and he walked away. 

It was sunset when they returned to the lawn, and 
then the ball-room presented itself; but the twilight was 
long, and the night was warm ; there were no hateful dews. 
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I, and thcivrore a great nambet danced on 
Tlie fair woa UlamlDatcd, and all the litllo 
rir luaty prtrtera waited about in Ibeir 



no odioos a 
the lawn. 

inarchandes 
costume. 

The Duke again rallied hia conrage, and Boeing Amndel 
Dacre with Mrs. Dallinglon Vere, he absolntely asked 
&Iiss Dacre to dance. She was engaged. He doabted, and 
walked into tlie faonse disconsolate ; j'et, if he had waited 
one moment, he would have seen Sir Lncioa Grafton rejoin 
her, and lead her to the cotillon that was forming on the 
turf. Tlio Duke Baunt«rcd to Lady Aphrodite, but she 
wonld not dunce; yet she did not yield his arm, ajid 
proposed a stroll. 'I'liey wandered away to the ext««in)ty 
of the gronnds. Fainter and fainter grew the bonta of 
the rerellers, yet neither of them spoke much, for both 
were dnU- 

Yet at length her Ladyship did speak, and amply made 
up for her previous silence. All former scones, to this, 
wore but as the preface to the book. All she knew and all 
she dreaded, all her snspicions, Fill Lcr certainties, nil Lor 
Teal's, were poured forth in painful profusion. This night 
was to decide her fate. She threw herself on his mercy, if 
he had forgotten his lott', Out dashed all tfai>Be argn- 
ments, all those appeals, all those assertious, which they 
cay are usual under these circumstances. She wae a 
woman ; he was a man. Sho hod slaked her happiness on 
this venture ; he had a thousand cards to play. Lo-re, ftnd 
first love, with her, as with all women, was everythingj btt 
and all men, at the worst, had a thousand resources. Ha 
might plunge into politics, he might game, he might iiglit, 
he might ruin himself in innumerable ways, but she coald 
only ruin herself in one. Sliserable woman! Mserabls 
sex ! She had pven him her all. She knew it was little: 
would she had more 1 Slie knew she was unworthy of 
him ; would she were not ! She did not ask him to sa- 
crifice himself to her : she could not expect it ) she did 
nut even desire it. Only, she thought he ought to know 
uxactly the state of aS'airs and of consequeuces, and that 
oertainly if they were parted, which assui-cdly they would 
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be, most decidedly she would droop, and fade, and die. 
She wept, she sobbed; his entreaties alone seemed to 
prevent hysterics. 

These scenes are painful at all times, and even the 
callous, they say, have a twinge ; bat when the actress is 
really beantifol and pare, as this lady was, and the actor 
young and inexperienced and amiable, as this actor was, 
the consequences are more serious than is usual. Tho 
Duke of St. James was unhappy, he was discontented, he 
was dissatisfied with himself He did not love this lady, 
if love were the passion which he entertained for Miss 
Dacre, but she loved him. He knew that she was beautiful, 
and he was convinced that she was excellent. The world 
18 malicious, but the world had agreed that Lady Aphrodite 
was an unblemished pearl : yet this jewel was reserved for 
him! Intense gratitude almost amounted to love. In 
shorty he bad no idea at this moment that feelings are not 
in our power. His were captive, even if entrapped. It 
was a great responsibility to desert this creature, the only 
one from whom he had experienced devotion. To con- 
clude: a season of extraordinary dissipation, to use no 
harsher phrase, had somewhat exhausted the nervous 
powers of our hero ; his energies were deserting him ; he 
had not heart or heartlessness enough to extricate himself 
from this dilemma. It seemed that, if this being to whom 
he was indebted for so much joy were miserable, he must 
be unhappy ; tliat if she died, life ought to have, could 
have, no charms for him. He kissed away her tears, he 
pledged his faith, and Lady Aphrodite Grafton was his 
betrothed ! 

She wonderfully recovered. Her deep but silent joy 
seemed to repay him even for this bitter sacrifice. Com- 
pared with the late racking of his feelings, the present 
calm, which was merely the result of suspense being 
destroyed, seemed happiness. His conscience whispered 
Approbation, and he felt that, for once, he had sacrificed 
himself to another. 

They re-entered the villa, and he took the first opporta- 
nity of wandering alone to the least frequented parts of 
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the grounds; his niind demanded Bolitnde, and his sojtl 
reqnired soliloquy. 

* So tlio gnme is np ! tmlj a most lame and impotent 
coDclosion ! And this, then, is the result of all my high 
fancies and iiKloSnite aspirations 1 YerOy, I am a very 
diatingnislied hero, and have not abused my onrivatled 
advantages in the least. What! am I bitter on myself? 
There wiU be enough to sing my praises withont myself 
joining in this chorus of congratnJation. O I fool ! fool ! 
N"ow I know what folly la. But barely fifteen months 
since I stepped upon these sliores, fall of hope and full of 
pride ; and now 1 leave them ; how ? O ! my dishonoured 
lathers ! Eren my posterity, which God grant 1 may not 
have, will look on my memory with hatred, and on hera 
with soom 1 

' Well, I suppose we mnst hve for ourselves. We both 
of us know the world ; and Heaven can bear witness that 
we should not be haunted by any uneasy hankering aftur 
what lias brought us such a heartache. If it -were for 
love, if it were for ; but away ! 1 will not profane her 
name ; if it were for her that I was thus sacrificing myself^ 
I could bear it, I could welcome it. I can imagine perfect 
and everlasting bliss in the solo society of one single being, 
hut she is not that being. Let me not conceal it ; let me 
wrestle with this bitter conviction ! 

' And am I, indeed, bound to close my career thus ; to 
thiMw away all hope, all chance of felicity, at my age, for a 
point of honour? No, no ; it is not that. After all, I have 
erperioncod that with her, and from her, which I have with 
no other woman ; and slie ia so good, so gentle, and, all 
agree, so lovely ! How infinitely worse would her situa- 
tion bo if deserted, than mine is as her perpetual com- 
panion ! The veiy thought makes my heart bleed. Yes ! 
amiable, deroted, dearest Afy, I tlirow aside these morbid 
feelings ; you shall never repent having placed yonr trust in 
me. I will be pi-ond and happy of such a friend, and you 
shall be mine for ever ! ' 

A shriek broke on the air : he started. It was near : he 
hastened after the sound. He entered into a small grocai 
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glade snrroanded by shrabs, where had been erected a 
fancifhl hermitage. There he fonnd Sir Lncins Graflon on 
his knoes, grasping the hand of the indignant bnt terrified 
Miss Dacre. The Dnke rushed forward ; Miss Dacre ran 
to meet him ; Sir Lncins rose. 

* This lady, Sir Lncins Graflon, is nnder my protection,' 
said the yonng Duke, with a flashing eye bnt a calm voice. 
She clnng to his arm ; he bore her away. The whole was 
the affair of an instant. 

The Dnke and his companion proceeded in silence. She 
tried to hasten, bnt he felt her limbs shake upon his arm. 
He stopped : no one, not even a servant, was near. He 
conld not leave her for an instant. There she stood trem- 
bling, her head bent down, and one hand clasping the 
other, which rested on his arm. Terrible was her struggle, 
bnt she would not faint, and at length succeeded in re- 
pressing her emotions. They were yet a considerable way 
from the house. She motioned with her left hand to 
advance; but still she did not speak. On they walked, 
though more slowly, for she was exhausted, and occasionally 
stopped for breath or strength. 

At length she said, in a faint voice, ' I cannot join 
the party. I must go home directly. How can it be 
done?' 

* Your companions ? * said the Duke. 

'Are of course engaged, or not to be found; but 
surely somebody I know is departing. Manage it: say 
I am ifl.' 

' 0, Miss Dacre ! if you knew the agony of my mind ! ' 
' Do not speak ; for Heaven's sake, do not speak I ' 
He turned off from the lawn, and approached by a small 
circuit the gate of the ground. Suddenly he perceived a 
carriage on the point of going off. It was the Duchess of 
Shropshire's. 

' There is the Duchess of Shropshire ! You know her ; 
but not a minute is to be lost. There is such a noise, they 
will not hear. Are you afraid to stop here one instant by 
yourself? I shall not be out of sight, and not away s. 
second. I run very quick.' 

M 2 
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* No, no, I am not afraid. Go, go ! ' 

Away rushed the Dnke of St. James as if his life were 
on his speed. He stopped the carriage, spoke, and was 
back in an instant. 

* Lean, lean on me with all your strength. I have told 
everything necessary to Lady Shropshire. Nobody will 
spes^ a word, because they believe yon have a terrible 
headache. I will say everything necessary to Mrs. Dal- 
lington and your consin. Do not give yourself a mo- 
ment's uneasiness. And, oh ! Miss Dacre ! if I might say 
one word ! * 

She did not stop him. 

* If,' continued he, * it be your wish that the outrage of 
to-night should be known only to myself and him, I pledge 
my word it shall be so ; though willingly, if I were au- 
thorised, I would act a different part in this affair.' 

' It is my wish.' She spoke in a low voice, with her 
eyes still upon the ground. *And I thank you for this, 
and for all.' 

They had now joined the Shropshires ; but it was now 
discovered ^iiss Dacre had no shawl: and sundry other 
articles were wanting, to the evident dismay of the Ladies 
Wrekin. They offered theirs, but their visitor refused, and 
would not allow the Duke to fetch her own. Off they 
drove ; but when they had proceeded above half a mile, a 
continued shout on the rood, which the fat coachman for a 
long time would not hear, stopped them, and up came the 
Duke of St. James, covered with dust, and panting like a 
racer, with Miss Dacre' s shawl. 



CHAPTER XI. 



So much time was occupied by this adventure of the 
shawl, and by making requisite explanations to Mrs. 
Dallington Yere, that almost the whole of the guests had 
retired, when the Dnke found himself again in the saloon. 
His brother-hosts, too, were off with various iiarties, to 
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wliicli ihej liad attached themselves. He fonnd the Fitz- 
pompejs and a few still lingering for their carriages, and 
Arundel Dacre and his fair admirer. His Grace had 
promised to retnm with Lady Afy, and was devising some 
scheme bj which he might free himself from this, now not 
very snitable, engagement, when she claimed his arm. She 
was leaning on it, and talking to Lady Fitz-pompey, when 
Sir Lucins approached, and, with his nsnal tone, put a note 
into the Dake*a hand, saying at the same time, * This 
appears to belong to yon. I shall go to town with Piggott;' 
and then ho walked away. 

With the wife leaning on his arm, the young Duke had 
the pleasure of reading the following lines, written with the 
pencil of the husband : — 

* After what has just occurred, only one more meeting 
can take place between us, and the sooner that takes place 
the better for all parties. This is no time for etiquette. I 
shall be in Kensington Gardens, in the grove on the right 
side of the summer-house, at half-past six to-morrow mom- 
ing, and shall doubtless find you tiiere.' 

Sir Lucius was not out of sight when the Duke had 
finished reading his cartel. Making some confused excuse 
to Lady Afy, which was not expected, he ran after the 
Baronet, and soon reached him. 

' Grafton, I shall be punctual : but there is one point on 
which I wish to ppeak to you at once. The cause of this 
meeting may be kept, I hope, a secret ? ' 

* So far as I am concerned, an inviolable one,' bowed the 
Baronet, stiiEy ; and they parted. 

The Duke returned satisfied, for Sir Lucius Graftx^n ever 
observed his word, to say nothing of the great interest 
which he surely had this time in maintaining his pledge. 

Our hero thought that he never should reach London. 
The journey seemed a day; and the effort to amuse Lady 
Afy, and to prevent her from suspecting, by his conduct, 
that anything had occurred, was most painful. Silent, 
however, he at last became ; but her mind, too, was en- 
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gnged, vid she supposed tbat bor admirer was qoiet only 
becAuse, like herself, he was happy. At len^h they 
reached her house, but he excused himself' fram eatering, 
and droTO ou immediately to Aniiestey. He was at Lady 
Bloomerly'a, Lord Darrell bad not returned, and hi* 
servant did not expect him. Lord Squib was never to bo 
found. The Duko put on a great coat over his onifonn 
and drove to White's ; it was really a wildemeaa. Xever 
bad he Been fewer men there in Itia life, and there were 
none of his set. The only young-looking man was old 
Colonel Carlisle, who, with his skilfully enamelled cheek, 
flowing auburn locks, shining t«eth, and tinted whiskera. 
might have been mistaken for gay twenty-sevep, instead of 
grey seventy-two; but the Colonel had the gont, to say no- 
thitig of any other objections. 

The Duke took up the ' Courier ' and read three or four 
Kdvertisements of quack medicines, but nobody entered. 
It was nearly midnight : he got nervoos. Somebody came 
in ; Lord Hounalow for his robber. Even his favoured 
child, Bagshot, would be better than nobody. The Dake 
protested that the next acquaintance who entered should 
be his second, old or young. His vow had scarcely been 
registered when Arundel Dacre came in alone. He was 
the last man to whom the Duke wished to address himself, 
but Fate seemed to have decided it, and the Duke walked 
up to bim. 

'Mr. Uacre, I am about to ask of yon a favour to which 
I have no claim.' 

Mr. Dacre looked a little confosed, and mnrmnred his 
willingness to do anything. 

' To be explicit, I am engaged in an affair of honour of 
an argent nature. Will yon be my friend F ' 

' Willingly.' Ho spoke with more ease. 
the name of tlie other party, the — the cans 
ing?' 

'The other party is Sir Lucius Grafton.' 

' Hum ! ' said Amndel Dacre, as if ho n 
ourious abotit the cause. ' When do you me 

' At half-past six, in Kensington Oarilens, to-morrow ; I 
bolieve I should say this morning.' 
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* Your Grace must be wearied,' said Amndel, with nn- 
Bsnal ease and animation. * Now, follow my advice. Go 
Home at once and get some rest. Give jonrself no tronblo 
about preparations ; leave everything to me. I will call 
upon yon at half-past five precisely, with a chaise and 
post-horses, which will divert suspicion. Now, good 
night!' 

* Bat really, your rest mnst be considered ; and then all 
this trouble ! ' 

* Oh ! I have been in the habit of sitting up all night. 
Do not think of me ; nor am I quite inexperienced in these 
matters, in too many of which I have xmfortunately been 
engaged in Germany.' 

The young men shook hands, and the Duke hastened 
home. Fortunately the Bird of Paradise was at her own esta- 
blishment in Baker Street, a bureau where her secretary, 
in her behalf^ transacted business with the various courts 
of Europe and the numerous cities of Great Britain. 
Here many a negotiation was carried on for opera engage- 
ments at Vienna, or Paris, or Berlin, or St. Petersburg. 
Here many a diplomatic correspondence conducted the 
fate of the musical festivals of York, or Norwich, or 
Exeter. 



CHAPTER Xn. 



Lit us return to Sir Lucius Grafbon. He is as mad as any 
man must be who feels that the imprudence of a moment 
has dashed to the ground all the plans, and all the hopes, 
and all the great results, over which he had so often pen- 
dered. The great day from which he had expected so 
much had passed, nor was it possible for four-and-twenty 
hours more completely to have reversed all his feelings and 
all his prospects. Miss Dacre had shared the innocent but 
unusual and excessive gaiety which had properly become a 
scene of festivity at once so agreeable, so various, and su 
noToL Sir Lucius Ghrafbon had not been insensible to the 
excitement. On the contrary, his impetuous passions 
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eeemcd to recall tlie former nnd more fLTvent Jajs of hi^ 
career, and his volnptnoas mind dangeronslj sjoupathised 
■frith the beantifal and lumriona scene. He was elated, too, 
with the thought that his freedom nonlil perhaps be sealed 
this evening, and still more by his ahnost constant attend' 
iuice on hLi fascinating' companion. As the partioolar 
friend of the Dacre family, and aa the secret all; of Mrs. 
Dallington Vere, he in some manner contrived always to 
bo at Miss Dacre's aide. With the laaghiiig but insidiooa 
pretence that he waa now almost too grave and st&id a 
personage for such scenes, bo conversed with few others, 
and honioroualy maintaining that hia 'dancing days were 
over,' danced with none bat her. Even when her attenUoti 
was engaged by a third person, he lingered about, aiid willi 
liis coDsammate knowledge of the world, easy wit, and con- 
stant resources, generally succeeded in not only sliding 
into the conversation, bnt engrossing it. Amndd Dacr^ 
too, although that young gentleman bad not departed from 
his usual coldness in fiivonr of Sir Lncias Grafton, tha 
Baronet would most provokingly consider as his particular 
friend; never seemed to be oonsciona that his reserved 
companion was most ptmctilions in his address to him; but, 
on the contrary, called him in return 'Dacre,' and some 
times ' Arundel.' In vain young Dacre struggled to matn- 
l^n his position. His manner waa no match for that of 
Sir Lucius Grafton. Annoyed with himself he felt confused, 
and often qnitt«d his cousin that he might be &eo of his 
friend. Thus Sir Lncius GraAon contrived never to permit 
Miss Dacro to be alone with Arundel, and to her he was so 
conrteotis, so agreeable, and bo useful, that his absence 
Beemed always a blank, or a period in which something 
ever went wrong. 

The triumphant day rolled on, and each moment Sir 
Lucius felt more sanguine and more excited. We will not 
dwull upon the advancing confidence of his desperate mind. 
Hope expanded into certain^, certainty burst into impa- 
tience. In a desperate moment he breathed his passion. 

May Dacro was the last girl to feel at a loss in such a 
Eiitnation. Xo one would have rung bim out of a s&loou 
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wiih an air of more contemptaons majestj. Bat the shock, 
the solitary strangeness of the scene, the fear, for the first 
time, that none were near, and perhaps, also, her exhausted 
energy, frightened her, and she shrieked. One only had 
heard that shriek, yet that one was legion. Sooner might 
the whole world know the worst than this person suspect 
the least. Sir Lncins was left silent with rage, mad with 
passion, desperate with hate. 

He gasped for breath. Now his brow burnt, now the 
cold dew ran off his countenance in streams. He clenched 
his fist, he stamped with agony, he found at length his 
voice, and he blasphemed to the unconscious woods. 

His quick brain flew to the results like lightning. The 
Duke had escaped from his mesh ; his madness had done 
more to win this boy Miss Dacre's heart than an age of 
courtship. He had lost the idol of his passion; he was 
fixed for ever with the creature of his hate. He loathed 
the idea. He tottered into the hermitage, and buried his 
face in his hands. 

Something must be done. Some monstrous act of energy 
must repair this fatal blunder. He appealed to the mind 
which had never deserted him. The oracle was mute. 
Yet vengeance might even slightly redeem the bitterness 
of despair. This fellow should die ; and his girl, for already 
lie hated Miss Dacre, should not triumph in her minion. 
He tore a leaf from his tablets, and wrote the lines we have 
already read. 

The young Duke reached home. You expect, of course, 
that he sat up all night making his will and answering 
letters. By no means. The first object that caught his 
eye was an enormous ottoman. He threw himself upon it 
without undressing, and without speaking a word to Luigi, 
and in a moment was fast asleep. He was fairly exhausted. 
Luig^ stared, and called Spiridion to consult. They agreed 
that they dare not go to bed, and must not leave their 
lord ; so they played 6cart^, till at last they quarrelled and 
fought with the candles over the table. Bat even this did 
not wake their unreasonable master; so Spiridion threw 
down a few chairs by accident ; but all in vain. At half- 
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past five there was a knocking at the gate, aod tliey hmrieii 
»way. 

Amndol Dacre entered with tbem, woke the Dake, and 
pnused him for hia punctntdity. His Grace thoaght that 
he had only dozed a few minatcs ; but time pressed ; five 
minatAs arranged his toilet, and tbey were first on the 
field. 

In a moment Sir Lucius and Mr. Pigjjott appeared. 
Anmdfil Dacre, od the way, had anxiously enquired as to 
the probability of reconciliation, bnt was told at once it was 
impossible, bo now he meneured the ground and loaded the 
pistols with a calmness which was admirable. They fired 
at once; the Duke in the air, axtd the Baronet in his 
friend's side. When Sir Locios saw his Grace fall Ida hat« 
vamshed. He ran np with real anxiety luid unfeigned 
anguish. 

' Have I hit yon, by h— 11 ! * 

His Grace was mtignaDimons, but the case was nipmt. 
A surgeon gave a favourable report, and extracted the ball 
on the spot. The Dnke was carried bock to his chaise, 
and in an hour was in the state bed, not of the Alhambra, 
but of his neglected mansion. 

Arundel Dacre retired when he bad seen his friend home, 
but gave urgent commands that he shoald be kept qniet. 
No sooner was the second out of sight than the principal 
ordered the room to be cleared, with the exception of Spi- 
ridion, and then, rising in his bed, wrote this note, wbiub 
the page was secretly to deliifer. 

' House, , 182-i, 

' Deab Miss Daceb, 

' A very nnimportant but somewhat disagreeable inci- 
dent has occurred, I have been obliged to meet Sir Lucioa 
Graflon, and our meeting has fortunately terminated 
without any serious consequences. Yet I wish that yon 
fihonld hear of this first from me, lest you might imagine 
that I had not redeemed my pledge of lust night, and that 
I had placed for a moment my own feelings in competition 
\vith yours. This is not the case, and never shall be dear 
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Miss Dacre, with one wHose greatest pride is to subscribe 
himself 

' Tout most obedient and faithful servant, 

* St. James.' 



CHAPTER Xm. 



The world talked of nothing but the duel between the 
Doke of St. James and Sir Lucius Grafton. It was a 
thunderbolt; and the phenomenon was accounted for by 
every cause but the right one. Yet even those who most 
confidently solved the riddle were the most eagerly em« 
ployed in investigating its true meaning. The seconds were 
of course applied to. Arundel Dacre was proverbially un« 
pumpable; but Peacock Piggott, whose communicative 
temper was an adi^, how came he on a sudden so diplo- 
matic? Not a syllable oozed firom a mouth which was 
ever open ; not a hint jfrom a countenance which never 
could conceal its mind. He was not even mysterious, but 
really looked just as astonished and was just as curious as 
themselves. Pine times these for * The Universe* and * The 
New World ! * All came out about Lady Afy ; and they 
made up for their long and previous ignorance, or, as they 
now boldly blustered, their long and considerate forbearance. 
Sheets given away gratis, edition on Saturday night for the 
country, and woodcuts of the Pavilion fete : the when, the 
how, and the wherefore. A. The summer-house, and Lady 
Aphrodite meeting the young Duke. B. The hedge behind 
which Sir Lucius Ghrafbon was concealed. C. Kensington 
(hardens, and a cloudy morning ; and so on. Cruikshank 
did wonders. 

But let us endeavour to ascertain the feelings of tlie 
principal agents in this odd affair. Sir Lucius now was 
cool, and, the mischief being done, took a calm review of 
the late mad hours. As was his custom, he began to 
enquire whether any good could be elicited from all this 
evil. He owed his late adversary sundry moneys, which ho 
had never contemplated the possibility of repaying to the 
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ponon who had eloped witli his wife. Had he shot his 
creditor the account would eqn&Uj have been cleared ; and 
this consideration, Kitbongb it did not. prompt, bad not 
dissDaded, the late desperate deed. As it was, be now 
Appeared stilt to enjoy the possession both of his wife and 
Lis debts, and had lost his friend. Bad genei'ftlsbip, Sir 
Lacy ! Reconciliation was out of tlie question. The 
Duke's position was a good one. Strongly entrenched 
iiritb a flesh wound, be bod all the sympathy of society on 
his side; and, after liaviug been uon&ned for a few weeks, 
ho conid go to Paris for a few months, and then return, as 
if the Gmftons had never crossed his eye, rid of a tronble- 
some mistress and a troublesome friend. Kin position was 
certainly a good one ; bnt Sir Lncins was aatnte, and be <1l-- 
termined to turn this Shumla of his Grace. Tbo qaaiivl 
mnst have been about her Lariyship. Who coald assign 
any other cause for it ? And the Diike must now be weak 
with losa of blood and anxiety, and totally nnublo to resist 
any appeal, particuUrly a personal one, to his feelings. He 
determined, therefore, to drive Lady Afy into bis Grace's 
arms. If bo could only get her into the house for an hour, 
the business would be settled. 

These cunning plans were, however, nearly being crossed 
by a very simple incident. Annoyed at finding that ber 
i'oelinga could be consulted only by sacrificing those of 
another woman. Miss Dacre, quite confident that, aa Lady 
Aphrodite was innocent in the present instance, she must 
be immaculate, told everything to her fatber, and, stiSing 
her tears, begged him to make all public; but Mr. Daoro, 
after due consideration, enjoined silence. 

In the meantime the young Duke was not in ho oalm s 
mood as Sir Lucius. Bapidly the late extraordinary erents 
dasbed through bis mind, and already those feelings wbicb 
had prompted his soliloquy in the garden were no longer 
his. All forms, all images, all ideas, all memory, moltod 
into Miss Dacre. He felt that he loved her with a perfect 
love: that she was to him what no other woman had been, 
even in tlie factitious delirium of early passion. A tbonght 
of her seemed to bring an entirely novel train of feeling^ 
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impiressionB, -wishes, hopes. The world with her must be 
a totallj different system, and his existence in her society 
a new and another life. Her very pnrity refined the pas- 
sion which raged even in his exhausted mind. Gleams of 
virtue, morning streaks of duty, broke upon the horizon of 
his hitherto clouded soul; an obscure suspicion of the 
utter worthlessness of his life whispered in his hollow ear ; 
he darkly felt that happiness was too philosophical a sys- 
tem to be the result or the reward of impulse, however 
unbounded, and that principle alone could create and could 
support that bliss which is our being*s end and aim. 

But when he turned to himself, he viewed his situation 
with horror, and yielded almost to despair. What, what 
could she think of the impure libertine who dared to adore 
her ? If ever time could bleach his own soul and conciliate 
hers, what) what was to become of Aphrodite ? Was his 
now career to commence by a new crime? Was he to 
desert this creature of his affections, and break a heart 
which beat only for him ? It seemed that the only com- 
pensation he could offer for a life which had achieved no 
good would be to establish the felicity of the only being 
whose happiness seemed in his power. Yet what a pros- 
pect ! If before he had trembled, now 

But his harrowed mind and exhausted body no longer 
allowed him even anxiety. Weak, yet excited, his senses 
fled ; and when Arundel Dacre returned in the evening he 
found hia Mend delirious. He sat by his bed for hours. 
Suddenly the Duke speaks. Arundel Dacre rises: he 
leans over the sofferer^s couch. 

Ah ! why turns the face of the listener so pale, and why 
gleam those eyee with terrible fire ? The perspiration 
courses down his clear but sallow cheek : he throws his 
dark and dnstering curls aside, and passes his hand over 
his damp brow, as if to ask whether he, too, had lost his 
senses fh>m this firay. 

The Duke is agitated. He waves his arm in the air, and 
calls out in a tone of defiance and of hate. His voice 
sinks : it seems that he breathes a milder language, and 
speaks to some softer being. There is no sound, save the 
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long-drnwa breath of one on whose conntenBDce is stomped 
infloitA ftmazamcDt. Armidel Dacre walks the room dis- 
turbed; often be panscs, plunged in deep thought. 'Tis 
nn hour past midnight, and he qnlta the bedside of the 
yonng Dnke. 

He panBes at the threshold, and seems to respire even 
the noisome air of the metropolis as if it were Eden. As 
he proceeds down Hill Street he stops, and gazes for a 
moment on the opposite honse. What passes in his mind 
we know not. Perhaps he is reminded that in that man- 
sion dwell bcaoty, wealth, and influence, and that all might 
be his. Perhaps love prompts that fi&ze, perhaps ambition. 
Is it passion, or is it power P or does one stmggle with the 

As he gazes the door opens, but without servants; and 
H man, deeply shroaded in his cloak, comes ont. It was 
night, and the individnal was disgnised ; hnt there are eyes 
which can pierce at all seasons and throngh all conceal- 
ments, and Arundel Dacre marked with astonishment Sir _ 
Lucius Grafton. 



CHAPTEB XIV. 



WiTES it was understood that the Duke of St. Jarou's had 
been delirious, publio feellug reached wliat is called its 
height ; that is to say, the curiosity and the ignorance of 
the world were about equal. Everybody was indignant, 
not so much because the young Dnke had been shot, but 
because they did not know why. If the sympathy of the 
women could have consoled him, our hero might have been 
reconciled to Ills fate. Amoug these, no one appeared more 
anxious as to tjje reanit, and more ignorant as to the cause, 
than lira. Dallington Vore. Arundel Dacre called ou her 
the morning ensuing his midniglit observation, hnt under- 
stood that she hail not seen Sir Lnciua Grafton, who, they • 
said, had quitted Lnndnn, which she thought probable. 
Nevertheless Arundel thought proper to walk down Ilill 
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Street at the same honr, and, if not at the same minute, 
jet in dne conrse of time, lie discovered the absent man. 

In two or three days the jonng Duke was declared out 
of immediate danger, though his attendants must say he 
remained exceedingly restless, and by no means in a satis- 
factory state ; yet, with their aid, they had a right to hope 
the best. At any rate, if he were to go off, his friends 
would have the satisfaction of remembering that all had 
been done that could be; so saying, Dr. X. took his fee, 
and Surgeons Y. and Z. prevented his conduct &om being 
singular. 

Now began the operations on the Grafton side. A letter 
from Lady Aphrodite full of distraction. She was fairly 
mystified. What could have induced Lucy suddenly to act 
so, puzzled her, as well it might. Her despair, and yet her 
confidence in his Ghrace, seemed equally great. Some talk 
there was of going off to Cleve at once. Her husband, on 
the whole, maintained a rigid silence and studied coolness. 
Yet he had talked of Vienna and Florence, and even mur- 
mured something about public disgrace and public ridicule* 
In shorty the poor lady was &irly worn out, and wished to 
terminate her harassing career at once by cutting the 
Gordian knot. In a word, she proposed coming on to her 
admirer and, as she supposed, her victim, and having the 
satisfaction of giving him his cooling draughts and arrang- 
ing his bandages. 

If the meeting between the young Duke and Sir Lucius 
Grafton had been occasioned by any other cause than the 
real one, it is difiicult to say what might have been the fate of 
this proposition. Our own opinion is, that this work would 
have been only in two volumes ; for the requisite morality 
would have made out the present pne ; but, as it was, the 
image of Miss Dacre hovered above our hero as his guardian 
genius. He despaired of ever obtaining her; but yet he 
determined not wilfully to crush all hope. Some great 
effort must be made to right his position. Lady Aphrodite 
must not be deserted : tiie very thought increased his fever. 
He wrote, to gain time ; but another billet, in immediate 
answer, only painted increased terrors, and described tJio 
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growing nrgencj of her persecuted situation. He was 
driven into a comer, bat even a stag at bay is awfol : what, 
then, must be a young Duke, the most noble animal in 
existence ? 

HI as he was, he wrote these lines, not to Lady Aphrodite, 
but to her husband : — 

* My Dear Gbatton, 

' You will be surprised at hearing from me. Is it neces- 
sary for me to assure you that my interference on a late occa- 
sion was accidental P And can you, for a moment, maintain 
that, under the circumstances, I could have acted in a 
different manner ? I regret the whole business ; but niost 
I regret tliat we were placed in collision. 

' I am ready to cast all memory of it into oblivion ; and, 
as I unintentionally offended, I indulge the hope that, in 
this conduct, you will bear me company. 

' Surely, men like us are not to be dissuaded from fol- 
lowing our inclinations by any fear of the opinion of the 
world. The whole affair is, at present, a mystery ; and I 
think, with our united fancies, some explanation may be hit 
upon which will render the mystery quite impenetrable, 
while it professes to offer a satisfactory solution. 

* I do not know whether this letter expresses my meaning, 
for my mind is somewhat agitated and my head not very 
clear ; but, if you bo inclined to understand it in the right 
spirit, it is sufficiently lucid. At any rate, my dear Grailon, 
I have once more the pleasure of subscribing myself, &ith- 
fully yours, 

* St. James.' 

This letter was marked 'immediate,' consigned to the 
custody of Luiji^, with positive orders to deliver it person- 
ally to Sir Lucius ; and, if not at home, to follow till he 
found him. 

He was not at home, and he was found at 's Club- 
house. Sullen, dissatisfied with himself, doubtful as to the 
result of his fresh manoeuvres, and brooding over his 

infernal debts, Sir Lucius had stepped into , and passed 

the whole morning playing desperately with Lord Hounalow 
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and Baron de Berghem. Never had he experienced snch 
a smashing morning. He had long far exceeded his re- 
soorces, and was proceeding with a vagne idea that he 
should find money somehow or other, when this note was 
put into his hand, as it seemed to him by Providence 
The signature of Semiramis could not have imparted more 
exquisite delight to a collector of autographs. Were 
his long views, his complicated objects, and doubtful results 
to be put in competition a moment with so decided, so 
simple, and so certain a benefit ? certainly not, by a gamester. 
He rose from the table, and with strange elation wrote 
these lines : — 

' Mt Dearest Friend, 

*You forgive me, but can I forgive myself? I am 
plunged in overwhelming grief. Shall I come on ? Your 
mad but devoted friend, 

* Lucius Grafton. 

' The Dake of St. James.' 

They met the same day. After a long consultation, it 
was settled that Peacock Piggott should be entrusted, in 
confidence, with the secret of the afiair: merely a drunken 
squabble, * growing out * of the Bird of Paradise. Wine, 
jealousy, an artfal woman, and headstrong youth will 
account for anything; they accounted for the present afiair. 
The story was believed, because the world were always 
puzzled at Lady Aphrodite being the cause. The Baronet 
proceeded with promptitude to make the version pass 
current : he indicted * The Universe * and * The New World ; ' 
he prosecuted the caricaturists ; and was seen everywhere 
with his wife. * The Universe * and * The New World ' 
revenged themselves on the Signora ; and then she indicted 
them. They could not now even libel an opera singer with 
impunity ; where was the boasted liberty of the Press ? 

Li the meantime the young Duke, once more easy in his 
mind, wonderfully recovered ; and on the eighth day after 
the Ball of Beauty he returned to the Pavilion, which had 
now resumed its usual calm character, for fresh air and 
soothing quiet. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

On the morning of the young Duke's departure for Twicken- 
ham, as Miss Dacre and Lady Caroline Si. Maorioe were 
sitting together at the house of the former, and moralising 
over the last night's ball, Mr. Arundel Dacre was an- 
nounced. 

* You have just arrived in time to oflTer your congratula- 
tions, Arundel, on an agreeable event,' said Miss Dacre. 
' Lord St. Maurice is about to lead to the hymeneal 
altar ' 

* Lady Sophy Wrekin ; I know it.* 

' How extremely diplomatic ! The attaehS in your yery 
air. I thought, of course, I was to surprise you ; but future 
ambassadors have such extraordinary sources of informa- 
tion.' 

'Mine is a simple one. The Duchess, imagining, I suppose, 
that my attentions were directed to the wrong lady, warned 
me some weeks past. However, my congratulations shall 
be duly paid. Lady Caroline St. Maurice, allow me to 
express ' 

' All that you ought to feel,' said Miss Dacre. * But men 
at the present day pride themselves on insensibility.' 

' Do you think I am insensible, Lady Caroline ? ' asked 
Arundel. 

' I must protest against unfair questions,' said her Lady- 
ship. 

* But it is not un&ir. You are a person who have now 
seen me more tiban once, and therefore, according to May, 
you ought to have a perfect knowledge of my character. 
Mcreover, you do not share the prejudices of my family. I 
ask you, then, do you think I am so heartless as May would 
insinuate ? * 

* Does she insinuate so much ? ' 

' Does she not call me insensible, because I am not in 
raptures that your brother is about to marry a young lady 
who, for aught she knows, may be the object of my secret 
adoration ? ' 
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' Anmdel, jon are perverse,' said Miss Dacre. 

* No, May ; I am logical' 

'I have always heard that logic is mach worse than 
wilfdlness,' said Lady Caroline. 

* But Amndel always was both,' said Miss Dacre. ' He 
18 not only unreasonable, bat he will always prove that he 
is right. Here is your purse, sir ! ' she added, with a smile, 
presenting him with the result of her week's labour. 

* This is the way she always bribes me. Lady Caroline. 
Do you approve of this corruption ? ' 

* I must confess, I have a slight though secret kindness 
for a little bribery. Mamma is now on her way to Mor- 
timer's, on a corrupt embassy. The nowvelle mariie^ you 
know, must be reconciled to her change of lot by quite a 
new set of playthings. I can give you no idea of the 
necklace that our magnificent cousin, in spite of his wound, 
has sent Sophy.' 

* But then such a cousin ! ' said Miss Dacre. ' A young 
Doke, like the young lady in the fairy tale, should scarcely 
eTer speak without producing brilliants.' 

* Sophy is highly sensible of the attention. As she 
amusingly observed, except himself marrying her, he could 
scarcely do more. I hear the carriage. Adieu, love ! Good 
morning, Mr. Dacre.' 

* Allow me to see you to your carriage. I am to dine at 
Fita-pompey House to-day, I believe.' 

Amndel Dacre returned to his cousin, and, seating him- 
self at the table, took up a book, and began reading it the 
wrong side upwards ; then he threw down a ball of silk, 
then he cracked a knitting-needle, and then with a husky 
sort of voice and a half blush, and altogether an air of 
infinite confusion, he said, ' This has been an odd affair, 
Hay, of the Duke of St. James and Sir Lucius Grafton? ' 

' A very distressing affair, ArundeL' 
How singular that I should have been his second, May ? ' 

* Could he have found anyone more fit for that ofiice, 
Amndel?' 

' I think he might. I must say this : that, had I known 

2 
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at the time tlie cause of the frej-, I shoald have refused to 
accompany him.' 

She WAS silent, and ho i-esamed : 

' An opr>ra singor, at the hest I Sir Lncina Gr&fton 
Bhowed more discriminntion. Peaoock Piggott was jnat 
thu character for his place, and I think mj prinnpal, too, 
iDgonial sprite, Wliat do yoo 



iobject of which I know 



might have found a a 
think, Jlay ? ' 

'Really, Arundel, 
nothing.' 

' Indeed ! Well, it ta odd, May ; bnt do yon know I have 
ft qneer suspicion that you know more about it than any- 
body else.' 

' I ! Arundel ? ' she exclaimed, with marked confusion. 

'Tes, yon, Hay,' he repented witli firmness, and looked 
lier in tlo face with a glance which would read her soal. 
'Ay! I am sure yon do.' 

' Who says Bo P ' 

' Oh ! do not feai" that yon have been betrayed. No one 
Bays it ; but I know it. We future ambassadors, you know, 
have such extraordinary sources of information.' 

' YoQ jest, Amnde!, on a grave snbject.' 

' Grave! yes, it is grave. May Dacre. It is grave that 
there should be eecrelA between ns ; it is grave that our 
house should have been insalted ; it is grave that yoa, of 
at! others, should have been outraged ; bnt oh ! it is mncb 
more gi:«ve, it ia bitter, that any other arm than this 
should have avenged the wrong.' He rose from hia chair, 
he paced the room in agitation, and gnashed hia teeth with 
a vindictive expression that he tried not to suppress. 

' ! my cousin, my dear, dear cousin I spare me ! ' She 
hid her face in lier hands, yet ahe continued speaking in a 
broken voice : ' I did it for the best. It was to suppress 
strife, to prevent bloodshed. I knew yonr temper, and 
I feared for yonr hfo ; yet I fold my father j I told him 
all: and it was by his advice that I have maintained 
thronghont the silence which I, perhaps too hastily, at first 
adopted.* 

' My own dear May ! spare me ! I cannot mark a tear 
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from yon wiilioiifc a pang. How I came to know this you 
wonder. It was the delirium of that person who should 
not have played so proud a part in this afifair, and who is 
yet our friend ; it was his delirium that betrayed all. In 
the madness of his excited brain he reacted the frightful 
scene, declared the outrage, and again avenged it. Yet, 
belieye me, I am not tempted by any petty feeling of show- 
ing I am not ignorant of what is considered a secret to 
declare all this. I know, I feel your silence was for the 
best ; that it was prompted by sweet and holy feelings for 
my sake. Believe me, my dear cousin, if anything could 
increase the infinite affection with which I love you, it 
would be the consciousness that at all times, whenever 
my image crosses your mind, it is to muse for my benefit, 
or to extenuate my errors. 

* Dear May, you, who know me better than the world, 
enow well my heart is not a mass of ice ; and you, who are 
ever so ready to find a good reason even for my most 
wilful conduct, and an excuse for my most irrational, will 
easily credit that, in interfering in an affair in which you 
are concerned, I am not influenced by an unworthy, an 
officious, or a meddling spirit. No, dear May ! it is because 
I think it better for you that we should speak upon this 
subject that I have ventured to treat upon it. Perhaps I 
broke it in a crude, but, credit me, not in an unkind, spirit. 
I am well conscious I have a somewhat ungracious manner ; 
bat you, who have pardoned it so often, will excuse it now. 
To be brief, it is of your companion to that accursed fete 
that I would speak.' 

* Mrs. DaUington ? ' 

* Surely she. Avoid her. May. I do not like that woman. 
You know I seldom speak at hazard ; if I do not speak 
more distinctly now, it is because I will never magnify 
suspicions into certainties, which we' must do even if we 
mention them. But I suspect, greatly suspect. An open 
rupture would be disagreeable, would be unwarrantable, 
would be impolitic. The season draws to a close. Quit 
town somewhat earlier than usual, and, in the meantime, 
receive her, if necessary ; but, if, possible, never alone. You 
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have many friends ; and, if no other, Ladj Caroline Stb 
Maarice is worthy of your society.' 

He bent down his head and kissed her forehead: she 
pressed Lis faithful hand. 

' And now, dear May, let me speak of a less important 
object, of myself. I find this borongh a mere delusion. 
Every day new difficulties arise ; and eveiy day my chance 
seems weaker. I am wasting precious time for one who 
should be in action. I think, then, of returning to Vienna, 
and at once. I have some chance of being appointed Secre- 
tary of Embassy, and I then shall have achieved what was 
the great object of my life, independence.' 

' This is idways a sorrowful subject to me, Arundel. Yon 
have cherished such strange, do not be offended if I say 
such erroneous, ideas on the subject of what you call 
independence, that I feel that upon it wo can consult 
neither with profit to you nor satisfaction to myself. In- 
dependence ! Who is independent, if the heir of Dacre 
bow to anyone ? Independence ! Who can be independent, 
if the future head of one of the first fiunilies in this g^reat 
country will condescend to be the secretary even of a 
King?' 

' We have often talked of this. May, and perhaps I have 
carried a morbid feeling to some excess ; but my paternal 
blood flows in these veins, and it is too late to change. I 
know not how it is, but I seem misplaced in life. My 
existence is a long blunder.' 

' Too late to change, dearest Arundel ! Oh ! thank you 
for those words. Can it, can it ever be too late to acknow- 
ledge error ? Particularly if, by that very acknowledgment, 
we not only secure our own happiness, but that of those 
we love and those who love us.' 

' Dear May ! when I talk with you, I talk with my good 
genius ; but I am in closer and more constant converse with 
another mind, and of that I am the slave. It is my own. 
I will not conceal j&om you, from whom I have concealed 
nothing, that doubts and dark misgivings of the truth and 
wisdom of my past feelings and my past career will ever 
and anon flit across my fancy, and obtrude themselves npoa 
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my eonsoionsness. Your &ther yes ! I feel tliat 1 

have not been to bim what nature intended, and what he 
deserved.' 

* O Arundel ! ' she said, with streaming ejes, * he loves 
yoa like a son. Yet, yet be one ! ' 

He seated himself on the sofa by her side, and took her 
small hand and bathed it with his kisses. 

*'My sweet and faithful friend, my very sister. I am 
overpowered with feelings to which I have hitherto been a 
stranger. There is a cause for all this contest of my pas- 
sions. It must out. My being has changed. The scales 
have &llen from my sealed eyes, and the fountain of my 
heart o*erflows. Life seems to have a new purpose, and 
existence a new cause. Listen to me, listen ; and if you can, 
May, comfort me ! ' 



CHAPTER XVI. 



At Twickenham the young Duke recovered rapidly. Not 
altogether displeased with his recent conduct, his self-com- 
placency assisted his convalescence. Sir Lucius Grafton 
visited him daily. Regularly, about four or five o'clock, ho 
galloped down to the Pavilion with the last on dit : some 
gay message frx)m White's, a mot of Lord Squib, or a trait 
of Charles Annesley. But while he studied to amuse the 
wearisome hours of his imprisoned friend, in the midst of 
all his gaiety an interesting contrition was ever breaking 
forth, not so much by words as looks. It was evident that 
Sir Lucius, although he dissembled his afiOiction, was seri- 
ously affected by the consequence of his rash passion ; and 
his amiable victim, whose magnanimous mind was incapable 
of harbouring an inimical feeling, and ever respondent to a 
soft and generous sentiment, felt actually more aggrieved 
for his unhappy friend than for himself. Of Arundel Dacre 
the Duke had not seen much. That gentleman never par- 
ticularly sympathised with Sir Lucius Grafton, and now ho 
scarcely endeavoured to conceal the little pleasure which ho 
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received from the Baronet's society. Sir Lucjob wag tlie 
last nuui not to detect tliis mood ; bnt, as be -was cuufideni 
that the Dnke had not betrayed hira, ho could only suppose 
that Miss Dacre had confided the a&air to ber family, and 
therefore, under all circumstancex, be thonght it best to be 
tLDCODScioDS of Buy alteraljonin Arnndel Dacre's interconrsa 
with him. Civil, therefore, they were when they met; the 
Baronet was even coorteooa ; but they both mutnally 
avoided each other. 

At the eiid of three weets the Duke of St. James re- 
turned to town in perfect condition, and received the 
congratulations of his friends. Mr. Dacre had been of the 
few who had been permitted to visit him at Twickenham. 
Xothing had then passed between them on the caose of lii^ 
illness; but his Grace could not but observe that the 
manner of his valued friend was more than com&tonly 
cordial. And Miss Dacro, with her father, was amoug the 
first to boil his retnm to health and the metropolis. 

The Bird of Paradise, who, since the incident, had been 
several times in hysterica, and had written varions notes, 
of three or four lines each, of euqniriea and entreaties to 
join her noble friend, had been kept off from Twickenham 
by the masterly tactics of liord Squib. She, however, 
would drive to the Duke's house the day a^cr his arrival 
in tovm, and was with him when sundry loud knocks, in 
quick succession, anuonnced an approaching levee. Ho 
locked her up in his private room, aud hastened to receive 
the eomplimente of liis visitors. In the same apttrtment, 
among many others, he had the pleasure of meeting, for 
the first time, Lady Aphrodite Graikin, Lady Caroline St. 
Maurice, and Miss Dacre, all women whom he hod either 
promised, intended, or offered to mairy. A curious situft- 
tion this ! And really, when onr hero looked upon them, 
once more, and viewed them, in delightful rivalry, ad- 
vancing with their congratnlations, he was not surprised 
at the feelings with which they had inspired him. Far, fsj- 
exceeding the lonliomie of Macheath, the Dolce could not 
resist remembering that, had it been his fortune to have 
lived in the land in which his historiographer will sooa lia 
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wandering; in short, to have been a pacha instead of a 
peer, he might have married all three. 

A prettier fellow and three prettier women had never 
met since the immortal incident of Ida. 

It reqnired the thorough breeding of Lady Afy to conceal 
I the anzieiy of her passion ; Miss Dacre*s eyes showered 
triple sunshine, as she extended a hand not too often ofifered ; 
bat Lady Caroline was a cousin, and consanguinity, there- 
fore, authorised as well as accounted for the warmth of her 
greeting. 



CHAPTER XVIL 



A YEBT few days after his return the Duke of St. James 
dined with Mr. Dacre. It was the first time that he had 
dined with him during the season. The Fitz-pompeys 
-were there ; and, among others, his Grace had the pleasure 
of again meeting a few of his Yorkshire friends. 

Once more he found himself at the right hand of Miss 
X)acre. All his career, since his arrival in England, flitted 
across his mind. Doncaster, dear Doncaster, where he 
had first seen her, teemed only with delightful remi- 
niscences to a man whose favourite had bolted. Such is 
the magic of love! Then came Castle Dacre and the 
orange terrace, and their airy romps, and the delightful 
party to £[auteville ; and then Dacre Abbey. An involun- 
tary shudder seemed to damp all the ardour of his soul ; 
but when he turned and looked upon her beaming face, he 
oonld not feel miserable. 

He thought that he had never been at so agreeable a 
party in his life : yet it was chiefly composed of the very 
beings whom he daily execrated for their powers of bore- 
dom. And he himself was not very entertaining. Ho 
was certainly more silent than loquacious, and found him- 
self often gazing with mute admiration on the little mouth, 
every word breathed forth from which seemed inspiration. 
Tet he was happy. Oh ! what happiness is his who dotes 
upon a woman ! Few could observe from his conduct what 
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wTLB pfiRfiing in luH mind ; yet the quivering of his softened 
tones and the mild lastre of his mellowed gaze ; his 
enbdued and quiet manner ; hia nnperceived yet iD&nlte 
attentions ; his memory of little incidents that all bnt 
lovers would have forgotten ; the total absence of all com- 
pliment, and gallantry, and repartee ; all these, to a fins 
obaerver, might have been gentle indications of a strong 
passion; and to her to whom they were addressed enfli- 
oiently intimated that no change bad token place in his 
feelings since the warm boar in which be first ivbispered 
his o'erpowering love. 

The ladies retired, and the Dnke of St, James fell into a 
reverie. A political discourse of elaborate genius now 
arose. Lord Pitz-pompoy got parliamentary. Yonng 
FaxJcon made his escape, having previously whispered ia 
another youth, not oubeard by the Duke of St. James, 
that hia mother was about to depart, and be was convoy. 
His Grace, too, had heard Lady Fitz-ponipey say that she 
was going euriy to the Opem. Shortly allerwords parties 
evidently retired. Bnt the debate still raged. Lord Fiti- 
pompey had caught a Btont Yorkshire squire, and was de- 
lightedly astoundiug with official graces bis stern opponent, 
A sudden thoDght occurred to the Duke; he stole out of 
the room, and gained the saloon. 

He found it almost empty. With sincere plcaeore ha 
bid Lady Balmont, whii was on the point of departure, 
farewell, and promised to look in at her box. Ue seated 
himself by Lady Greville Nugent, and dexterously made 
her follow Lady Balmonfa example. She withdrew with 
the conviction that hia Grace would not be a moment 
behind her. There was only old Mrs. Hungerford and her 
rich daughter remaining. They were in such raptares 
with Miss Dacre's singing that his Grace was quite in 
despair; but chance favoured bim. Even old Mrs, Hun- 
geribrd this night broke through ber rule of not going 
to more than one bonso, and she drove off to lady da 
Courcy's. 

They were alone. It is sometimes an awfal thing to be 
alone with those wo love. 
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* Sing ihut again ! ' asked the Duke, imploringly. * It is 
mj fayonrite air ; it always reminds me of Dacre.' 

She sang, she ceased; she sang with beauty, and she 
ceased with grace; but all unnoticed by the tumultuous 
soul of her adoring guest. His thoughts were intent upon 
a greater object. The opportunity was sweet; and yet 
those boisterous wassailers, they might spoil all. 

* Do you know that this is the first time that I have seen 
yonr rooms lit up ? ' said the Duke. 

* Is it possible ! I hope they gain the approbation of so 
distinguished a judge.' 

' I admire them exceedingly. By-the-bye, I see a new 
cabinet in the next room. Swaby told me, the other day, 
that you were one of his lady-patronesses. I wish you 
would show it me. I am very curious in cabinets.' 

She rose, and they advanced to the end of another and a 
long^er room. 

* This is a beautiful saloon,' said the Duke. ' How long 
is it?' 

* 1 really do not know ; but I think between forty and 
fifty feet.' 

' Oh ! you must be mistaken. Forty or fifty feet ! I am 
an excellent judge of distances. I will try. Forty or fifty 
feet ! Ah ! the next room included. Let us walk to the 
end of the next room. Each of my paces shall be one foot 
and a half.' 

They had now arrived at the end of the third room. 

'Let me see,' resumed the Duke; 'you have a small 
room to the right. Oh! did I not hear that you had 
made a conservatory ? I see, I see it ; lit up, too ! Let us 
go in. I want to gain some hints about London conserva- 
tories.' 

It was not exactly a conservatory ; but a balcony of large 
dimensions had been fitted up on each side with coloured 
glass, and was open to the gardens. It was a rich night of 
fragrant Jxme. The moon and stars were as bright as if 
they had shone over the terrace of Dacre, and the perfume 
of the flowers reminded him of his favourite orange-trees. 
The mild, cool scene was such a contrast to the hot and 
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T)Oi«y chamber they bad receatly quitted, tliat Sea & moment 
they were silent. 

'Yon are not afraid of tlas delicious air?' asked his 

' Midsnmmer air,' said Miaa Dacre, ' mnst surely be 

bsfmless.' 

Again there was silsnce ; and Miss Dacre, afl«r having 
plnckod a flower and tondod a plant, seemed to eipreas an 
intention of withdrawing. Suddenly bo spoke, and in a 
gushing voice of heaj-tfelt words : 

' Miaa Dacre, you are too kind, too excellent to bo offended, 
if I dare to ask whether anything could induce you to \iew 
vrith more indulgence ouo who aensibly feels how utterly he 
is nnwortby of yon,' 

' Yon are the lnat person whose feelings I ahontd wisli 
to hurt. Let ns net revive a conrersatioa to which, 
I can aeaaro yoo, neither of ns looks buck with &atis> 
faction.' 

' Is there, then, no hope ? Must I ever lii-o with the 
conacionsnesa of being tho object of your scorn ? ' 

■ Oh, no, no ! As you will speak, let ns understand each 
other. However I may approve of my decision, I hav« 
lived quite long ciioagU (o repent the manuep in which it 
was conveyed. I cannot, without the most unfeigned 
regret, 1 caimot for a moment remember that I liavs 
addressed a hitter word to one to whom I am under the 
greatest obligations. If my apologies ' 

' Pray, pray be silent ! ' 

' I must speak. If my apologies, my complete, ray most 
humble apologies, can be any compensation for treating 
with such lightness feelings wliich I uow respect, and 
offers by wliich I now consider myself honoured, acc^t 

* O, Miss Dacre 1 that fatal word, respect ! ' 

' We have warmer words in this house for yon. Yon 

are now our friend.' 

' I dare cot urge a suit which may offend yon ; yet, if yoa 

cunid read my heart, I sometimes think that wo might be 

happy. Let me hope ! ' 
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* My dear Duke of St. James, I am sure you will not 
ever offend me, because I am sure you will not ever wish 
to do it. There are few people in this world for whom I 
entertain a more sincere regard than yourself. I am con- 
vinced, I am conscious, that when we met I did sufficient 
jnstice neither to your virtues nor your talents. It is im- 
possible for me to express with what satisfaction I now 
feel that you have resumed that place in the affections of 
this family to which you have an hereditary right. I am 
gprateful, truly, sincerely grateful, for all that you feel with 
regard to me individually; and believe me, in again ex- 
pressing my regret that it is not in my power to view you 
in any other light than as a valued fdend, I feel that I am 
pursuing that conduct which will conduce as much to your 
happiness as my own.' 

' My happiness, Miss Dacre ! ' 

' Indeed, such is my opinion. I will not again endeavour 
to depreciate the feelings which you entertain for me, and 
by which, ever remember, I feel honoured ; but these very 
feelings prevent you from viewing their object so dispas- 
sionately as I do.' 

' I am at a loss for your meaning ; at least, favour me by 
speaking explicitly : you see I respect your sentiments, and 
do not presume to urge that on which my very happiness 
depends.' 

'To be brief^ then, I will not affect to conceal that 
marriage is a state which has often been the object of my 
meditations. I think it the duty of all women that so im- 
portant a change in their destiny should be well considered. 
If I know anything of myself, I am convinced that I 
should never survive an unhappy marriage.' 

* But why dream of anything so utterly impossible ? ' 

* So very probable, so very certain, you mean. Ay ! I 
repeat my words, for they are truth. If I ever marry, it 
is to devote every feeling and every thought, each hour, 
each instant of existence, to a single being for whom I 
alone live. Such devotion I expect in return ; without it 
I should die, or wish to die ; but such devotion can never 
be returned by you.* 
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' Yon amaze me ! I ! wbo live only on jonr image.* 

' Yonr edncation, the liabits in which jon are bronght 
np, the TnaTimfl which have been instilled into joa from 
yonr infancy, the system which each year of yonr life has 
more matured, the worldly levity with which eyeryihing 
connected with woman is viewed by yon and yonr com- 
panions; whatever may be yonr natural dispositions, all 
this wonld prevent you, all this would render it a perfect 
impossibiliiy, all this will ever make yon utterly nnoon- 
scious of the importance of the subject on whicdi we are 
now conversing. Pardon me for saying it^ yon know not 
of what yon speak. Yes! however sLncere may be the 
expression of your feelings to me this moment, I shudder 
to think on whom your memory dwelt even this bonr 
but yesterday. I never will peril my happiness on sooh 
a chance ; but there are others who do not think as 
I do.* '^ 

' Miss .Dacre ! save me ! K you knew all, you would not 
doubt. This moment is my destiny.' 

' My dear Duke of St. James, save yourself. There is yet 
time. You have my prayers.' 
I * Let me then hope * 

' Indeed, indeed, it cannot be. Here our oonversatian on 
i this subject ends for ever.' 

I * Yet we part friends ! ' He spoke in a broken voice. 

' *The best and truest!' She extended her arm; he 

pressed her hand to his impassioned lips, and quitted the 
house, mad with love and misery. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 



The Duke threw himself into his carriage in that mood 
which fits us for desperate deeds. What he intended to do, 
indeed, was doubtful, but something very vigorous, very 
decided, perhaps very terrible. An indefinite great effort 
danced, in misty magnificence, before the vision of his 
mind. His whole being was to be changed, his life was 
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to be rcYoluiiomsed. Snch an alteration was to take place 
that even she conld not doubt the immense yet incredible 
resnlt. Then despair whispered its cold-blooded taunts, 
and her last hopeless words echoed in his ear. But he 
was too agitated to be calmly miserable, and, in the poign- 
ancy of his feelings, he even meditated death. One thing, 
however, he could obtain; one instant relief was yet in 
his power, solitude. He panted for the loneliness of his 
own chamber, broken only by his agitated musings. 

The carriage stopped ; the lights and noise called him to 
life. This, surely, conld not be home ? Whirled open the 
door, down dashed the steps, with all that prompt pre- 
cision which denotes the practised hand of an aristocratic 
Tetainer. 

* What is all this, Symmons ? Why did you not drive 
home?' 

* Your Orace forgets that Mr. Annesley and some gen- 
tlemen sup with your Grace to-night at the Alhambra.' 

* Impossible ! Drive home.* 

'Your Ghrace perhaps forgets that your Grace is ex« 
pected ?' said the experienced servant, who knew when to 
urge a master, who, to-morrow, might blame him for per- 
mitting his caprice. 

' What am I to do ? Stay here. I will run upstairs, 
and put them off.' 

He ran up into the crush-room. The opera was just 
over, and some parties who were not staying the ballet, 
had already assembled there. As he passed along he was 
stopped by Lady Fitz-pompey, who would not let snch a 
capital opportunity escape of exhibiting' Caroline and the 
young Duke together. 

* Mr. Bulkley,' said her Ladyship, * there must bo some- 
thing wrong about the carriage.' An experienced, middle- 
aged gentleman, who jobbed on in society by being always 
ready and knowing his cue, resigned the arm of Lady 
Caroline St. Maurice and disappeared. 

'George,* said Lady Fitz-pompey, 'give your arm to 
Carry just for one moment.* 
If it had been anybody but his cousin, the Duke would 
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easily tuTQ escaped ; bnt Caroline he invariably treated 
vrith marked regard ; perhaps because liis conscieiice oc- 
casionally reproacbed bim that he had not treated her 
with a stronger feeling. At fbis moment, too, alio was 
the only being in the world, Mivo one, whom he coald 
remember with satisfaction : he felt that he lored her most 
aflbctionately, but somehow she did not inspire him with 
those peculiar feelings which thrilled bia heart at tho re- 
collection of May Dacro, 

In this mood he oSercd an arm, which was accepted; 
but be could not in a moment assume the tone of mind 
befitting bia sitnation and tho scene. He was silent ; for 
bim a remarkable circiLmstance. 

' Do not stay here,' said Lady Caroline in a soft voice, 
wbicb ber mother could not overhear. ' I know you want 
to be away. Sfeal off.' 

' Where can I be better than with yon. Carry ? * said the 
young Duke, determined not to leave her, and loving ber 
still more for her modest kindness ; and thereon he turned 
round, and, to show that he wng sincere, began talking 
with his usual spirit. Mr. Bulkley of course never retomed, 
and Lady Fitz-pompey folt as satisfied with ber diplomatio 
talents as a plenipotentiary who has just arranged an 
advantageous treaty. 

Arundol Dacre came up and spoke to Lady Fitz-pompey. 
Never did two persons converse together who were moro 
dissimilar in their manner and their feelings ; and yet 
Arundel Dacre did contrive to talk ; a result which he 
could not always accomplish, even with tfaose who conid 
Bympathise with bim. Lady Fitz-pompey listened to him 
with attention ; for Amndel Diicre, in spite of his odd 
manner, or perhaps in some degree in consequence of it, 
had obtained a distinguished reputation both among man 
and women ; and it wa^ the great principle of Lady-FitK- 
pompey to attach to bor the distinguished youth of both 
sexes. She was pleased with this public homage of Anmd«l 
Dacre ; because he was one who, with the repntntion of 
talents, fomily, and fashion, seldom spoke to anyone, and 
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his attentions elevated their object. Thus she maintained 
her empire, 

St. Maurice now came np to excuse himself to the young 
rhike for not attending at the Alhambra to-night. ' Sophy 
oould not bear it,' he whispered : ' she had got her head 
fall of the most ridiculous fancies, and it was in vain to 
speak: so he had promised to give up that, as well as 
Crockford*s.* 

This reminded our hero of his party, and the purpose 
of his entering the Opera. He determined not to leave 
Caroline tiU her carriage was called ; and he began to 
think that he really must go to the Alhambra, afler all. 
He resolved to send them off at an early hour. 

* Anything new to-night, Henry ? ' asked his Grace, of 
liord St. Maurice. * I have just come in.' 

' Oh ! then you have seen them ? ' 

* Seen whom ? * 

* The most knowing forestieri we ever had. We have 
been speaking of nothing else the whole evening. Has 
not Oaroline told you ? Arundel Dacre introduced me to 
them. 

•Who are they?' 

* I forget their names. Dacre, how do you call the heroes 
of the night ? Dacre never answers. Did you ever observe 
that ? But, see ! there they come.' 

The Duke turned, and observed Lord Darrcll advancing 
with two gentlemen with whom his Grace was well ac- 
quainted. These were Prince Charles de Whiskerburg and 
Count Frill. 

M. de Whiskerburg was the eldest son of a prince, who, 
beddee being the premier noble of the empire, possessed, 
in his own country, a very pretty park of two or three 
hundred miles in circumference, in the boundaries of 
which the imperial mandate was not current, but hid its 
diminished head before the supremacy of a subject wor- 
shipped under the title of John the Twenty-fourth. M. 
de Whiskerburg was a young man, tall, with a fine figure, 
and fine features. In short, a sort of Hungarian Apollo ; 
only his beard, his mustachios, his whiskers, his favoris, 

P 



3ID THE YOUNG DUKE. 

his pDjIislias, )i>B snlUiiiaa, Ua tnignonettM, his dalcibellas, 
did not certninly entitle him to tlie epithet of imberbte, and 
made him rather an apter represeatHtive of the Hongariaji 
HeroulPB. 

Coniit Frill was A different sort of poraonage. He was 
all rings and ringlets, ruBles, and a little ronge. Much 
older than his companion, short in elature, plnmp in fignre, 
but with n most defined waist, fair, blooming, with a mol- 
tiplicity of long light curls, and a perpetual emila plajing 
npon his ronnd conntenKuoe, he looked like the Capid of 
an Opera Olympus. 

The Dako of St. Jameci had been intimate with these 
distinguiahed gentlemen in their own oonntrv', and had 
receired from thorn many and diatjngnished att«Dtions. 
Often had he expressed ta them his sincere desire to greet 
(horn in his native land. Their mutual aniiety of never 
ns^ia meeting was now removed. If bis heart, instead of 
being bruised, had been absolutely broken, still honoui', 
conscience, the glory of his fionso, his individual reputa- 
tion, alike nrged him not to be cold or backward at such a 
nioment. He advanced, therefore, with a duo mLrtnre 
of grace and warmth, and congratulated them on their 
arrival. At this moment. Lady Fitz-pompey'a carriage was 
announced. Promiaing to retoru to them in an instant, he 
hastened to his cou.sin ; but Mr. Arundel Dacre had already 
offered his arm, which, for Arimdel Dacre, was really prettj 
well. 

The Duke was now glad that he had a small re-union 
this evening, as he onld at once pay a courtesy to his 
foreign friends. He ran into the Signora's dressing-room, 
to assure her of his presence. He stumbled npon Peacock 
Piggutt aa he came out, and summoned him to fill the vacant 
place of St. Alaarice, and then sunt him with a message 
to some friends who yet lingered in their hox, and whose 
preaeace, ho thought, might be an agreeable addition to 
the party. 

Toil enf«rod the Alhambra by a Saracenic cloiater, from 
the ceiling of which an occaaional lamp threw a gleam 
opon some Eaeteru arms hung up against the wall. Thii 
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passage led to the Armomy, a room of moderate di. 
xnensions, bat hang with rich contents. Many an inlaid 
breastplate, manj a Mameluke scimitar and Damascus 
blade, many a gemmed pistol and pearl-embroidered 
saddle, might there be seen, though viewed in a subdued 
and quiet light. All seemed hushed, and still, and 
shrouded in what had the reputation of being a palace of 
pleasure. 

In this chamber assembled the expected guests. And 
baving all arrived, thej proceeded down a small gallery to 
the banqueting-room. The room was large and lofty. It 
was fitted up as an Eastern tent. The walls were hung 
with scarlet cloth, tied up with ropes of gold. Bound the 
room crouched recumbent lions richly gilti^ ^^^ grasped in 
their paw a lance, the top of which was a coloured lamp. 
The ceiling was emblazoned with the Hauteville arms, and 
was radiant with burnished gold. A cresset lamp was 
suspended from the centre of the shield, and not only 
emitted an equable flow of soft though brilliant light, but 
also, as the aromatic oil wasted away, distilled an exquisite 
perfume. 

The table blazed with golden plate, for the Bird of 
Paradise loved splendour. At the end of the room, under 
a canopy and upon a throne, the shield and vases lately 
executed for his Ghrace now appeared. Everything was 
gorg^eouB, costly, and imposing ; bnt there was no pretence, 
save in the original outline, at maintaining the Oriental 
character. The furniture was French; and opposite the 
throne Canova*s Hebe, bounded with a golden cup from a 
pedestal of ormolu. 

The guests are seated; but after a few minutes the 
servants withdraw. Small tables of ebony and silver, and 
dumb waiters of ivory and gold, conveniently stored, are 
at hand, and Spiridion never leaves the room. The re- 
past was refined, exquisite, various. It was one of those 
meetings where all eat. When a few persons, easy and 
unconstrained, unencumbered with cares, and of disposi- 
tions addicted to enjoyment, get together at past midnight, 
it is extraordinary what an appetite they evince. Singers 
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&lso aro proverbiiUly prone to goonniuidise ; &nd tltongli 
the Bird of Paradise tmlbrtuaately possessed the Btn&llest 
mouth in all Singingland, it is aalonlshing bow shs 
pecked ! But they talked as well as feasted, and ira« 
really gay. 

' Prince,' said the Dnke, * I hope MadAoie de Harestein 
approves of your trip to Englaod ? ' 

The Prmco only smiled, for he was of a ailent dispo- 
sition, aod thorfjfore wnndurfally nwll aoited his travelliug 
compaaioii. 

' Poor Madame de Harestein ! ' exclaimed Count FriJ]. 
' What despair she was in, when you loi't Vienna, my dear 
I>uke. I did what I could to amuse lier. I Bsed to take 
my guitar, and sing to her morning and night, bat witboat 
effect. She certainly would have died of a broken ' 
if it had not been for the dancing-dogs." 

' Did they bite her F ' asked a lady who nfiected tba 
of Lord Squib, ' and bo inoculate her with gaiety." 

' Everybody was mad about the dancing-dt^. thtlf 
cams from Pern, and danoed the mazurka in ^cen jackete 
vrithajabot. Oh! what a j'aiof/' 

' I dislike animala excessively," remarked another lady, 
■who was as refined as Mr. Annesley, her model. 

' Dislike the dancings-dogs ! ' said Count Frill. ' All I 
my good lady, you would have been enchanted. Even tfao 
Kaiser fed them with pistachio nats. Ohl so pretty! 
Delicate leetle things, soft sliining little legs, and pretty 
little fat'es! so sensible, and with each jabote!' 

' I assure yon they were excessively aiansing,* said the 
Prince, in a soft, confidential under-toao to hie neighbonp, 
Mrs. Montfort, who was as dignified as she was benatifiil, 
and who, admiring his eiience, which she took for state, 
smiled and trawed witlj fascinating condescension, 

' And what else has happened very remarkable, Conn^ 
since I left you ? ' asked Loifl Darrell. 

' Not! ling, nothing, my dear Darrell. This li^iae of a 
war has made us all serious. If old Clamstandt Imd not 
married that gipsy, little Dngiria, 1 roally think I aliould 
Lave token a turn to Belgrade.' 
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* Ton should not eat so mach, Poppet ! ' drawled Charles 
Anneslej to a Spanish danseuse, tall, dusky and lithe, 
glancing like a lynx and graceful as a jennet. She was 
very silent, bnt no donbt indicated the possession of 
Cervantic homonr by the sly calmness with which she ex- 
hausted her own waiter, and pillaged her neighbours. 

* Why not ? * said a little French actress, highly finished 
like a miniature, who scarcely ate anything, but drank 
champagne and chatted with equal rapidity and composure, 
and who was always ready to fight anybody's battle, 
provided she could get an opportunity to talk. * Why not, 
Mr. Annesley ? You never will let any body eat. I never 
eat myself, because every night, having to talk so much, 
I am dry, dry, dry; so I drink, drink, drink. It is an ex- 
traordinary thing that there is no language which makes 
yon so thirsty as French.* 

' What can be the reason ? ' asked a sister of Mrs. Montr- 
fort, a tall fair girl, who looked sentimental, but was only 
silly. 

*' Because there is so much salt in it,' said Lord Squib. 

* Delia,' drawled Mr. Ajmesloy, * you look very prettjp" to- 
night!' 

* I am charmed to charm you, Mr. Annesley. Shall I tell 
you what Lord Bon Mot said of you ? ' 

* No, ma mignonne ! I never wish to hear my own good 
things.' 

* Spoiled, you should add,' said the fair rival of Lord 
Squib, 'if Bon Mot be in the case.' 

* Lord Bon Mot is a most gentlemanlike man,' said Delia, 
indignant at an admirer being attacked. ' He always wants 
to be amusing. Whenever he dines out, he comes and sits 
with me for half an hour to catch the air of the Parisian 
badinage.' 

* And you tell him a variety of Uttle things ? ' asked 
Lord Squib, insidiously drawing out the secret tactics of 
Bon Mot. 

* Beaucoup, heaucoup,* said Delia, extending two little 
white hands sparkling with frenis. ' K he come in ever 
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60, how do jou call it ? heavy, not that : in the dompa 
j\h ! it is that. If ever he come in the domps, he goes out 
always like a ioufflSe,* 

' As empty, I have no donht,' said the witty lady. 

' And as sweet, I have no doubt,' said Lord Squib ; ^ for 
Delcroix complains sadly of your excesses, Delia.' 

' Mr. Delcroix complain of me ! That, indeed, is too bad. 
Just because I recommend Montmorency de Versailles to 
him for an excellent easterner, ever since he abuses me, 
merely because Montmorency has forgot, in the hurry of 
going off, to pay his little account' 

'But he says you have got all the things,' said Lord 
Squib, whose great amusement was to put Delia in a 
passion. 

' What of that ? ' screamed the little lady. ^ Montmo- 
rency gave them me.' 

* Don't make such a noise,' said the Bird of Paradise. 
' I never can eat when there is a noise. Dake,' continued 
she in a fretful tone, * they make such a noise ! ' 

* Annesley, keep Squib quiet' 

' Delia, leave that young man alone. If Isidora would 
talk a little more, and you eat a little more, I think you 
would be the most agreeable little ladies I know. Poppet ! 
put those bonbons in your pocket. You should never eat 
sagarplums in company.' 

Thus, talking agreeable nonsense, tasting agreeable 
dishes, and sipping agreeable wines, an hour ran on. 
Sweetest music from an unseen source ever and anon 
sounded, and Spiridion swung a censer full of perfumes 
round the chamber. At length the Duke requested Comit 
Frill to give them a song. The Bird of Paradise would 
never sing for pleasure, only for fame and a slight cheque. 
The Count begged to decline, and at the same time asked 
for a guitar. The Signora sent for hers; and his Ex- 
cellency, preluding with a beautiful simper, gave them 
some slight thing to this effect 
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I. 

ChAnning Bifl^etta ! charming Bignetta I 
WbAt a gay little girl is charming Bignetta I 

She dances, she prattles, 

She rides and she rattles ; 
But she always is charming, that charming Bignetta. ! 

n. 

Charming Bignetta! charming Bignetta I 
What a wild little witch is charming Bignetta I 

When she smiles, Fm all madness ; 

When she frowns, I'm all sadness ; 
Bat she always is smiling, that charming Bignetta 1 

lU. 

Charming Bignetta ! charming Bignetta I 

What a wicked young rogue is charming Bignetta I 

She langhs at my shyness. 

And flirts with his Highness ; 
Yet still she is charming, that charming Bignetta ! 

IV. 

Charming Bignetta I charming Bignetta I 
What a dear little girl is charming Bignetta ! 

' Think me only a sister,* 

Said she trembling : I kissed her. 
What a charming yonng sister is charming Bignetta I 



He ceased ; and although 



The Ferrarese 



To choicer mnsic chimed his gay guitar 
In Este's Halls,' 

jet still his song served its purpose, for it raised a smile. 

'I wrote that for Madame Sapiepha, at the Congress 
of Yerona^' said Count Frill. 'It has been thought 
amusing.' 

' Madame Sapiepha ! ' exclaimed the Bird of Paradise. 
*What! that pretty little woman, who has such prctfcy 
caps?' 

* The same ! Ah ! what caps ! what taste ! ' 
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* Yon like caps, then ? ' asked the Bird of Paradise, with 
a sparkling eje. 

' Oh ! if there be anything more than another that 
I know most, it is the cap. Here,' said he, rather oddlj 
nnbnttoning his waistcoat, 'yon see what lace I have 

got.' 

' Ah me ! what lace ! ' exclaimed the Bird, in raptnre. 
* Duke, look at his lace. Come here, sit next to me. Let 
me look at that lace.' She examined it with great atten- 
tion, then tamed up her beautiful eyes with a faacinating 
smile. *Ah! c^estjolie^nesucepas? But yon like cape. 
I tell you what, yon shall see my caps. Spiridion, go, man 
cheVy and tell Ma*amselle to bring my caps, all my caps, 
one of each set.' 

In due time entered the Swiss, with the caps, all the 
caps, one of each set. As she handed them in turn to her 
mistress, the Bird chirped a panegyric upon each. 

' That is pretty, is it not, and this also ? but this is my 
favourite. What do yon think of this border ? c^est belle 
cette garniture ? ei ce jabots c^est tres-seduisant, rCesUce pcu ? 
Mais voici, the cap of Princess Lichtenstein. (Test superb^ 
c*est monfavori. But I also love very much this of the 
Duchess de Berri. She gave me the pattern herself. 
And, after all, this cometie a petite santS of Lady Blaze is a 
dear little thing ; then, again, this coiffe a dentelle of Lady 
Macaroni is quite a pet.' 

* Pass them down,' said Lord Squib ; * we want to look 
at them.' Accordingly they were passed down. Lord 
Squib put one on. 

' Do I look superb, sentimental, or only pretty ? ' asked 
his Lordship. The example was contagious, and most of 
the caps were appropriated. No one laughed more than 
their mistress, who, not having the slightest idea of the 
value of money, would have given them all away on the 
spot ; not from any good-natured feeling, but from the re- 
membrance that to-morrow she might amuse half an hour 
in buying others. 

Whilst some were stealing, and she remonstrating, the 
Duke clapped his hands like a Caliph. The curtain at the 
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end of the aparhnent was immediatelj withdrawn, and the 
ball-room stood revealed. 

It was the same size as the banqneting-hall. Its walls 
exhibited a long perspective of golden pilasters, the fre- 
quent piers of which were of looking-glass, save where, 
occasionallj, a picture had been, as it were, inlaid in its 
rich frame. Here was the Titian Venus of the Tribune, 
deliciouslj copied by a French artist: there, the Roman 
Fomarina, with her delicate grace, beamed like the per- 
sonification of Hafifaelle's genius. Here, Zuleikha, living 
in the light and shade of that magician Guercino, in vain 
summoned the passions of the blooming Hebrew : and 
there, Cleopatra, preparing for her last immortal hour, 
proved by what we saw that Guido had been a lover. 

The ceiling of this apartment was richly painted, and 
richly gilt : from it were suspended three lustres by golden 
cords, which threw a softened light upon the floor of polished 
and curiously inlaid woods. At the end of the apartment 
was an orchestra. 

Bound the room waltzed the elegant revellers. Softly 
and slowly, led by their host, they glided along like spirits 
of air ; but each time that the Duke passed the musicians, 
the music became livelier, and the motion more brisk, till 
at length you might have mistaken them for a college of 
spinning dervishes. One by one, an exhausted couple re- 
treated from the lists. Some threw themselves on a sofa, 
some monopolised an easy chair ; bnt in twenty minutes 
the whirl had ceased. At length Peacock Piggott gave a 
groan, which denoted returning energy, and raised a 
stretching leg in air, bringing up, though most un- 
wittingly, upon his foot, one of the Bird's sublime and 
beautifrd caps. 

' Halloa ! Piggott, armed cap au pied^ 1 see,' said Lord 
Squib. This joke was a signal for general resuscitation. 

The Alhambra formed a quadrangle : all the chambers 
were on the basement story. In the middle of the court 
of the quadrangle was a beautifdl fountain ; and the court 
was formed by a conservatory, which was built along each 
side of the interior square, and served, like a cloister or 
covered way, for a communication between the different 
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parts of tlie boildin^. To this conservatory they now 
repaired. It wfia broad, fall of rare and delicions plants 

Knd flowers, and brilliantly iUnminated. Basts and stotoea 
were intermmgled with the fairy ^rove; and a rich, waRB 
hne, by a skilful arrangement uf coloured light, was thrown 
over many a nymph and fair divinity, many a blooming 
hero and beardless god. Here they lounged in di&Weat 
parties, talking on such subjects aa idlers ever fell npcm; 
now and then plucking a flower, now and then listening to 
the fountain, now and then lingering over the distuit 
roasic, and now and then strolling through a B:maU apar^ 
inent which opi-ued to tlieir walks, and which bore the titlo 
of the Temple of Qnidns. Here, Canova's Yenos breathod 
an atmosphere of perfume and of light ; that wondto^bl 
Btatae, whose full- charged eye is not vury claB«c&lj to bo 
«are ; but then, how true ! 

While they were thns whiljng away their time, Lorl 
Sqnib proposed a visit to the theatre, whioh he bad 
onlered to be lit np. To the theatre they repaired. Tfaey 
rambled over every part of the house, amused themsetrca 
with a visit to the gallery, and then collected behind ttita 
scenen. They were excessively aniused with the properties; 
and Lord Sqnib proposed they should dress themselveo. 
In a few minutes they were all in costume. A crowd of 
queens and chambermaids, Jews and chimney-sweeps, 
lawyers and Charleys, Spanish Duns and Irish ofBcen, 
rushed upon the stage. Tlie little S[)aniard was AlmaviTS, 
and fell into magnificent attitudes, with her sword and 
plume. Lord Squib was the old woman of Brentford, and 
very funny, Sir Lucius Gniilon, Harlequin ; and Darrell, 
Grimaldi. The Prince, and the Count without knowing H* 
Bgured as watchmen. Squib whispered Aunesley, that Sir 
Lnoins O'Trigger might appear in character, but was pru- 
dent enough to suppress the joke. 

The band was summoned, and they danced quadrilles 
with iufinit« spirit, and finished the night, at the suggestion 
of Lord Squib, by breakfasting on the stage. By the time 
this meal was despatched the purple light of mom had 
liroke into the building, and Iho ladies proposed an imm»- 
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BOOK IV. 



CHAPTER L 

Thi arriral of the two distinguished foreigners reanimated 
the dying season. All vied in testifying their considera- 
tion, and the Duke of St. James exceeded all. He took 
them to see the alterations at HauteviUe House, which no 
one had yet witnessed ; and he asked their opinion of hib 
famitnre, which no one had yet decided on. Two fites in 
the same week established, as well as maintained, his charac- 
ter as the Archduke of fashion. Bemembering, however, 
the agreeable month which he had spent in the kingdom of 
John the Twenty-fourth, he was reminded, with annoyance, 
that his confusion at HauteviUe prevented him from re- 
ceiving his friends en grand seigneur in his hereditary 
castle. Metropolitan magnificence, which, if the parvenu 
could not equal, he at least could imitate, seemed a poor 
return for the feudal splendour and imperial festivity of an 
Hungarian magnate. While he was brooding over these 
reminiscences, it suddenly occurred to him that he had 
never made a progress into his western territories. Pen 
Bronnock Palace was the boast of Cornwall, though its 
Lord had never paid it a visit. The Duke of St. James 
sent for Sir Carte Blanche. 

Besides entertaining the foreign nobles, the young Duke 
could no longer keep off the constantly-recurring idea that 
something must be done to entertain himself. He shud- 
dered to think where and what he should have been, had 
not these gentlemen so providentially arrived. As for again 
repeating the farce of last year, he felt that it would no 
longer raise a smile. Yorkshire he shunned. Doncaster 
made him tremble. A week with the Duke of Burlington 
at Marringworth ;• a fortnie^ht with the Fitz-pompeys at 
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Malthorpe ; a month with the Graftons at Cleve ; and go 
on : he shuddered at the very idea. Who can see a panto- 
mime more than once ? Who conld survive a pantomime 
the twentieth time ? All the shifting scenes, and flitting 
splendour ; all the motlej crowds of sparkling characters ; 
all the quick changes, and full variety, are, once, en- 
chantment. But when the splendour is discovered to 
be monotony; the change, order, and the caprice a sys- 
tem; when the characters play e^er the same part^ and 
the variety never varies; how dull, how weary, how in- 
finitely fiat, is such a world to that man who requires 
from its converse, not occasional relaxation, but constant 
excitement ! 

Pen Bronnock was a new object. At this moment in his 
life, novelty was indeed a treasure. If he could cater for a 
month, no expense should be grudged ; as for the future, he 
thrust it from his mind. By taking up his residence, too, 
at Pen Brounock, he escaped from all invitations ; and so, 
in a word, the worthy Knight received orders to make all 
preparations at the palace for the reception of a large party 
in the course of three weeks. 

Sir Carte, as usual, did wonders. There was, fortunately 
for his employer, no time to build or paint, but some dingy 
rooms were hung with scarlet cloth; cart-loads of new 
furniture were sent down ; the theatre was re-burnished ; 
the stables put in order ; and, what was of infinitely more 
importance in the estimation of all Englishmen, the neglected 
pile was ' well aired.' 



CHAPTER IL 



We are in the country, and such a country, that even in 
Italy we think of thee, native Hesperia ! Here, myrtles 
grow, and fear no blasting north, or blighting east. Here^ 
the south wind blows with that soft breath which brings 
the bloom to flesh. Here, the land breaks in gentle undu- 
lations ; and here, blue waters kiss a verdant shore. Hail ! 
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to thy thoasand bays, and deep-red earih, thy marble 
quarries, and thy silver veins ! Hail ! to thy far-extending 
landscape, whose sparkling villages and streaky fields no 
clime can match ! 

Some g^es we owe to thee of babny breath, some gentle 
hours when life had fewest charms. And we are grated 
for all this, to say nothing of your cider and your 
junkets. 

The Dnke arrived jnst as the setting snn crowned the 
prond palace with his gleamy rays. It was a pile which 
the immortal Inigo had raised in sympathy with the taste 
of a noble employer, who had passed his earliest years in 
Loml)ardy. Of stone, and sometimes even of marble, with 
pedimente and balustrades, and ornamental windows, and 
richly-chased keystones, and flights of steps, and here and 
there a statae, the stmcture was quite Palladian, though a 
little dingy, and, on the whole, very imposing. 

There were suites of rooms which had no end, and stair- 
cases which had no beginning. In this vast pile, nothing 
was more natural than to lose your way, an agreeable 
amusement on a rainy morning. There was a collection of 
pictures, very various, by which phrase we understand not 
select. Yet they were amusing ; and the Canalettis were 
unrivalled. There was a regular ball-room, and a theatre ; 
so resources were at hand. The scenes, though dusty, were 
numerous ; and the Duke had provided new dresses. The 
park was not a park ; by which we mean, that it was rather 
a chase than the highly-finished enclosure which we asso- 
ciate with the first title. In fact, Pen Bronnock Chase 
was the right name of the settlement ; but some monarch 
travelling, having been seized with a spasm, recruited his 
strength under the roof of his loyal subject, then the chief 
seat of the House of Hauteville, and having in his urgency 
been obliged to hold a privy council there, the supreme 
title of palace was assumed by right. 

The domain was bounded on one side by the sea ; and 
here a yacht and some slight crafb rode at anchor in a 
small green bay, and offered an opportunity for the adven- 
turous, and a refuge for the wearied. When you have been 
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horoA for an boar or two on earth, it floinetimeti !s a chan^ 
to be bored for an hoar or two on wat<T. 

The house was soon full, and Boon gay. Tlie gijcsta, and 
tlie means of amosing them, were eqoall}' nnmerong. Bat 
this was no commoD vUlet/gialara. no visit to a family with 
their regular portiaitA and matured avocations. The boat 
was as much a gaeat ns any other. The yoang Duke ap- 
pointed Lnrd Squib maal<?r of the ceremouiee, and gave 
ordcra for nothing bat countant eiuitement. ConstAnt 
excitement his Lordship managed to maintain, for ha 
was experienoLid, clever, careless and gaj, and, for onoe 
in his life, had the oommaud of unbounded resources. 
He ordered, hs Invent«d, he prepared, and he expended. 
Tbey acted, they danced, they sported, they aailed, they 
feasted, they masqueraded ; and when they began to got 
a little wearied of themselves, and their own powers 
of diversion gradually vanished, then a public ball waa 
given twice a-week at the palace, and all the West of 
England invited. New faces brought new ideaa ; new 
figures brought new fancies. All were delighted with tba 
jDong Duke, and flattery fi-om novel quivrters will for a 
moment whet even the appetite of the satiated, Simplioily, 
too, can interest, There were some Mismb Gayweather 
who got unearthed, who never had been in bondon, tboagh 
natoro hod given tbem sparkling eyes and sprioging persons. 
This tyranny was too bad. Papa was quizicd, mamma 
flattered, and the daughters' simplicity amused these young 
lordlings. Rebellion was whispered in the small ears of 
the Gayweathera. The little hcada, too, of the Gayweather* 
were turned. They were the constant butt, and the constant 
resource, of every lounging dandy. 

The Bird of Paradise also arranged her professionul 
engagements so as to account with alt possible propriety 
for her professional visit at Pen Bronnock. The tnusioal 
meeting at Exeter over, she made her Appearance, and 
some concerts were given, which electrified all Comwsill. 
Count Frill was very strong here ; though, to be sure, he 
also danced, and acted, in all varieties. He was the soul, 
too, of a masqued bail; but when complimented on his 
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accomplishments, and thanked for his exertions, he mo- 
destlj depreciated his worth, and panegyrised the dancing- 
dogs. 

As for the Prince, on the whole, he maintained his 
silence; but it was at length discovered by the fair sex 
that he was not stupid, but sentimental. When this was 
made known be rather lost ground with the dark sex, who, 
before thinking him thick, had vowed that he was a de- 
vilish good fellow ; but now, being really envious, had their 
tale and hint, their sneer and sly joke. M. de Whiskerburg 
had one active accomplishment ; this was his dancing. His 
gallopade was declared to be divine: he absolutely sailed in 
air. His waltz, at his will, either melted his partner into a 
dream, or whirled her into a frenzy ! Dangerous M. de 
Whiskerburg! 



CHAPTER m. 



It is said that the conduct of refined society, in a literary 
point of view, is, on the whole, productive but of slight 
interest ; that all we can aspire to is, to trace a brilliant 
picture of brilliant manners ; and that when the dance and 
the festival have been dxdy inspired by the repartee and the 
sarcasm, and the gem, the robe, and the plume adroitly 
lighted up by the lamp and the lustre, our cunning is 
exhausted. And so your novelist generally twists this 
golden thread with some substantial silken cord, for use, 
and works up, with the light dance, and with the heavy 
dinner, some secret marriage, and some shrouded murder. 
And thus, by English plots and German mysteries, the 
pag^ trots on, or jolts, till, in the end. Justice will have her 
way, and the three volumes are completed. 

A plan both good, antique, and popular, but not our way. 
We prefer trusting to the slender incidents which spring 
from out our conunon intercourse. There is no doubt that 
that great pumice-stone. Society, smooths down the edges 
of your thoughts and manners. Bodies of men who pursue 
the game object must ever resemble each other : the life of 
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Ifae majority mnst ever be imitBtion. Thought U a laboor 
to which few ure competent ; and trnth requires for its 
developmant as much coorago ae acateneaa. So conduct 
becomes conventiona,), and opioioa is a legend; aod thus 
all men act and think alike. 

Bat this is not pecnliar to what is called &shionaViIe life, 
it is |«cu]iaT to ciriliHtition, which gives the passions less to 
work upon. Mankind arc not more heartless because th^ 
are clothed in ermine ; it is that their coHtmne attracts na 
to their characters, and we stare becanse wo find the prince 
or the peeress neither a conqaeror nor a heroine. The 
great majority of human beings in a country like England 
ghde through existence in perfect iterance of their na- 
torea, so complicated and so controlling is the machinei^ 
of our social life ! Few can break the bonds that tie them 
down, and struggle for self-knowledge ; fewer, when the 
talisman is gained, can direct their illuminate energies to 
the purposes with which they sympatbiae. 

A mode of life which encloses in its drHe all the dark 
and deep resnits of unbounded indolgence, however it may 
appear to some who glance over the spurkling surface, doea 
not exactly seem to uB one either insipid or uninteresting 
to the moral apecolator; and, indeed, we have long been 
indaced to suspect that the seeds of true subHmity lurk 
in a lifo which, hke this book, is half fashion and half 
passion. 

it was, but ahout this time an on- 
1 imperceptible, coolness seemed to 
' boro and the Lady Aphrodite. If 
■ brains for over, we could not give 
yon the reason. N^othing happened, nothing bad been said 
or done, which could indicate its origin. Perhaps this wat 
the origin ; perhaps the Duke's conduct had become, 
though uoeiceptionable, too negative. But here we only 
throw up a straw. Perhaps, if we must go on suggesting, 
anxiety ends in callousnoss. 

His Grace bad tlioaght so much of her feelings, that he 
had quito forgotten Ida own, or worn them out Her I^ly- 
ahip, too, was perhaps a httle disappointed at the onox- 
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pected reconciliation. When we have screwed oar conrage 
np to the sticking point, we like not to be baulked. Both, 
too, perhaps ; we go on perhapsvng ; both, too, we repeat, 
perhaps, could not help mntnally viewing each other as the 
cause of much mutual care and mutual anxiousness. Both, 
too, perhaps, were a little tired, but without knowing it. 
The most curious thing, and which would have augured 
worst to a calm judge, was, that thej silently seemed to 
agree not to understand that any alteration had really 
taken place between them, which, we think, was a bad 
sign : because a lover's quarrel, we all know, like a storm 
in summer, portends a renewal of warm weather or ardent 
feelings ; and a lady is never so well seated in her admirer's 
heart as when those letters are interchanged which express 
ao much, and those explanations entered upon which ex- 
plain so little. 

And here we woxdd dilate on greater things than some 
imagine ; but, unfortunately, we are engaged. For New- 
market calls Sir Lucius and his friends. We will not join 
them, having lost enough. His Grace half promised to be 
one of the party ; but when the day came, just remembered 
the Shropshires were expected, and so was very sorry, 
and the rest. Lady Aphrodite and himself parted with 
warmth which remarkably contrasted with their late inter- 
ooorse, and which neither of them could decide whether it 
were reviving affection or factitious effort. 

M. de Whiskerburg and Count Frill departed with Sir 
Lucius, being extremely desirous to be initiated in the 
mysteries of the turf, and, above all, to see a real English 
jockey. 



CHAPTER IV. 



Thi newspapers continued to announce the departures of 
new visitors to the Duke of St. James, and to dilate upon 
the protracted and princely festivity of Pen Bronnock. 
But while thouBands were envying his lot, and hundreds 
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aspiring to share it, what indeed was the oondition of our 
hero ? 

A month or two had rolled on, and if he had not abso- 
Intelj tasted enjoyment, at least he had thrown off re- 
flection ; but as the autumn wore away, and as each day 
he derived less diversion or distraction from the repetition 
of the same routine, carried on by different actors, he oonld 
no longer control feelings which would be predominant, 
and those feelings were not such as perhaps might have 
been expected from one who was receiving the homage of 
an admiring world. In a word, the Duke of St. James 
was the most miserable wretch that ever lived. 

' Where is this to end ? ' ho asked himself. ' Is this year 
to close, to bring only a repetition of the past ? Well, I 
have had it all, and what is it? My restless feelings sxe 
at last laid, my indefinite appetites are at length ex« 
haustod. I havo known this mighty world, and where am 
I? Once, all prospects, all reflections merged in the 
agitating, the tremulous and panting lust with which I 
sighed for it. Have I been deceived ? Have I been dis- 
appointed ? Is it different from what I expected ? Has it 
fi&Uen short of my fancy ? Has the dexterity of my musings 
deserted me ? Havo I under-acted the hero of my re- 
veries? Havo I, in short, mismanaged my debut ? Have 
I blundered ? No, no, no ! Far, far has it gone beyond 
even roy imngination, and my life has, if no other, realised 
its ideas ! 

* Wlio laughs at me ? Who does not bum incense before 
my shrine ? What appetite have I not gratified ? What 
gratification has proved bitter ? My vanity ! Has it been, 
for an instant, mortified ? Am I not acknowledged the 
most brilliant hero of the most brilliant society in Europe ? 
Intense as is my self-love, has it not been gorged? Luxury 
and splendour were my youthful dreams, and have I not 
realised the very romance of indulgence and magnificence ? 
My career has been one long triumph. My palaces, and 
my gardens, and my jewels, my dress, my frimiture, my 
equipages, my horses, and my festivals, these used to 
occupy my meditations, when I could only meditate ; and 
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h&Te mj determinations proved a delusion ? Ask the ad- 
miring world. 

* And now for the great point to which all this was to 
tendf which all this was to fascinate and subdue, to adorn, 
to embellish, to delight, to honour. Woman ! Oh ! when 
I first dared, among the fields of Eton, to dwell upon the 
soft yet agitating fancy, that some day my existence might 
perhaps be rendered more intense, by the admiration of 
these maddening but then mysterious creatures ; could, 
could I have dreamt of what has happened ? Is not this 
the very point in which my career has most out-topped my 
lofty hopes ? 

* I have read, and sometimes heard, of satiett. It must 
then be satiety that I feel; for I do feel more like adeemed 
man, than a young noble full of blood and youth. And 
yet, satiety ; it is a word. What then ? A word is breath, 
and am I wiser ? Satiety ! Satiety ! Satiety ! Oh ! give 
me happiness ! Oh ! give me love ! 

' Ay ! there it is, I feel it now. Too well I feel that 
happiness must spring from purer fountains than self-love. 
We are not bom merely for ourselves, and they who, full 
of pride, make the trial, as I have done, and think that the 
world is made for them, and not for mankind, must come 
to as bitter results, perhaps as bitter a fate; for, by 
Heavens ! I am half tempted at this moment to fling my- 
self from off this cliff, and so end all. 

* Why should I live ? For virtue, and for duty ; to com- 
pensate for all my folly, and to achieve some slight good 
end with my abused and unparalleled means. Ay ! it is 
all vastly rational, and vastly sublime, but it is too late. 
I feel the exertion above me. I am a lost man. 

' We cannot work without a purpose and an aim. I had 
mine, although it was a false one, and I succeeded. Had I 
one now I might succeed again, but my heart is a dull 
void. And Caroline, that gentle girl, will not give me 
what I want ; and to offer her but half a heart may break 
hers, and I would not bruise that delicate bosom to save 
my dnkedom. Those sad, silly parents of hers have already 
dome mischief enough ; but I will see Darrell, and will at 
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lendt airange that. I like him, and will make faim my 
friend for ber sake. God ! God ! why am I not loTed ! A 
word from, ber, and all would change. I feel a something 
in me wbicli cotdd pnt all ngbt. I Lave the will, and slia 
conM give the power, 

' Now Bee what a iarc« life is 1 I shall go on. Heaven 
known how ! I cannot live lon^. Men like me soon bloom 
ftnd fade. WJiat I may come to, I dread to think. There 
ia a dangerous facility in my temper i I know it well, for I 
know more of myself than people think ; there is a daji- 
gerons facility which, with May Dacre, might be the best 
gnaranteo of virtue ; bnt with all others, for all others are 
at the beat weak things, will as certainly render me de- 
spicable, perhaps degraded. I hear the busy devil whispering 
even now. It is my demon. Now, I say. see what a fkrce 
life is ! I shall die like a dog, as I have lived like a foal ; 
and then my epitaph will be in everybody's mouth. . Here 
are the consequences of self-indulgence : here is a fellow, 
forsooth, who thought only of the gratification of bis vile 
appetites ; ajid by the living Heaven, am I not standing 
here among my hei'cditary reeks, and sighing to the ocean, 
to be virtuous ! 

' Klie knew me well ; she read me in a. minnle, and spoke 
more truth at that last meeting than is in a tbousiuid 
sermons. It is oat of our power to redeem onrBolves. Our 
whole existence is a false, foul state, totally inimical to lov« 
and purity, and domeiitic gentleness, and calm delight, 
Tet are we envied ! Oh ! could these fooU see us at any 
other time eicept sarronnded by onr glitter, and hear of 
us at any other moment save in the first bloom of youth, 
which is, even then, often wasted ; conld they but mark our 
manhood, and view our hollow marriages, and disappointed 
passions ; could they but see the traitors that we have for 
Eons, the danghters that own no dnty ; could they bnt 
watch as even to our grave, tottering after some fresh 
bauble, some vain delusion, which, to the last, we hope 
may prove a sabstitate for what we have never found 
through life, a contented mind, they would do sometliing 
else but envy us. 
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' Bat I stand prating when I am wanted. I must borne. 
Home ! O sacred word ! and then comes night ! Horrible 
night ! Horrible day ! It seems to me I am npon the eve 
of some monstrons folly, too ridicnlons to be a crime, and 
yet as fatal. I have half a mind to go and marry the Bird 
of Paradise, oat of pare piqae with myself, and with the 
world.* 



CHAPTER V. 



SOUTUET, that virtaons man, whom Wisdom calls her own, 
somewhere thanks God that he was not bom to a great 
estate. We qnite agree with the seer of Keswick ; it is a 
bore. Provided a man can enjoy every personal laxary, 
what profits it that yonr flag waves on castles yon never 
visit, and that yoa coant rents which yoa never receive ? 
And yet there are some things which yonr miserable, mo- 
derate incomes cannot command, and which one might like 
to have ; for instance, a band. 

A complete, a consammate band, in oniforms of nncat 
white velvet, with a highly- wroaght gold button, jast tipped 
with a single pink topaz, seems to me the to Ka\6y. When 
we die, ' Band ' will be found impressed npon our heart, 
b'ke * Frigate ' on the core of Nelson. . The negroes should 
have their noses bored, as well as their ears, and hung with 
rings of rabies. The kettle-drums should be of silver. 

And with regard to a great estate, no doubt it brings 
great cares ; or, to get free of them, the estate must be neg- 
lectedf and then it is even worse. Elections come on, and 
all yonr members are thrown out ; so much for neglected 
influence. Agricultural distress prevails, and all your farms 
are thrown up ; so much for neglected tenants. Harassed 
by leases, renewals, railroads, fines, and mines, you are 
determined that life shall not be worn out by these con- 
tinual and petty cares. Thinking it somewhat hard, that, 
because you have two hundred thousand a-year, you have 
neither ease nor enjoyment, you find a remarkably clever 
many who manages everything for you. Enchanted with 
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his energy, his acnteness, and hu foresight fSEUMnnated by 
yonr increasing rent-roll, and the total disappearance of 
arrears, you dub him yonr right hand, introduce him to all 
your friends, and put him into Parliament ; and tiien, fired 
by the ambition of rivalling his patron, he difibursea, em- 
bezzles, and decamps. 

But where is our hero ? Is he forgotten ? Never ! But 
in the dumps, blue devils, and so on. A little bilious, it 
may be, and dull. He scarcely would amuse you at this 
moment. So we come forward with a graceful bow ; the 
Jack Pudding of our doctor, who is behind. 

In short, that is to say, in long ; for what is the use of 
this affected brevity ? When this tale is done, what have 
you got? So let us make it last. We quite repent of 
having intimated so much : in fiitnre, it is our intention to* 
develop more, and to describe, and to delineate, and to de- 
fine, and, in short, to bore. You know the model of this 
kind of writing, Richardson, whom we shall revive. In 
future, we shall, as a novelist, take Clarendon's Bebelliou 
for our guide, and write our hero's notes, or heroine's letters, 
like a state paper, or a broken treaty. 

The Duke, and the young Duke ; oh ! to be a Duke, and 
to be young, it is too much ; was seldom seen by the gay 
crowd who feasted in his hall. His mornings now were 
lonely, and if, at night, his eye still sparkled, and his step 
still sprang, why, between us, wine gave him beauty, and 
wine gave him grace. 

It was the dreary end of dull November, and the last 
company were breaking off. The Bird of Paradise, accord- 
ing to her desire, had gone to Brighton, where his Grace 
had presented her with a tenement, neat, light, and finished; 
and though situated amid the wilds of Kemp Town, not 
more than one hyaena on a night ventured to come down 
from the adjacent heights. He had half promised to join 
her, because he thought he might as well be there as here, 
and consequently he had not invited a fresh supply of visitors 
from town, or rather fr>om the country. As he was hesi- 
tating about what he should do, he received a letter from 
his bankers, which made him stare. He sent for the groom 
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of ihe chambers, and was informed the house was clear, 
save that some single men still lingered, as is their wont. 
Thej neyer take a hint. His Grace ordered his carriage ; 
and, more alive than he had been for the last two months, 
dashed off to town. 



CHAPTER VI. 



Thi letter from his bankers informed the Duke of St. James 
that not only was the half-million exhausted, but, in pur- 
suance of their powers, they had sold out all his stock, and, 
in reliance on his credit, had advanced even beyond it. 
They were ready to accommodate him in every possible 
ip^ay, and to advance as much more as he could desire, 
at five per cent. ! Sweet five per cent. ! Oh ! magical five 
per cent. ! Lucky the rogue now who gets three. Never- 
theless, they thought it but proper to call his Grace's atten- 
tion to the circumstance, and to put him in possession of 
the &cts. Something unpleasant is coming when men are 
anxious to tell the truth. 

The Duke of St. James had never affected to be a man 
of business ; still, he had taken it for granted that pe- 
cuniary embarrassment was not ever to be counted among 
his annoyances. He wanted something to do, and deter- 
mined to look into his affairs, merely to amuse himself. 

The bankers were most polite. They brought their 
books, also several packets of papers neatly tied up, and 
were ready to g^ve every information. The Duke asked 
for results. He found that the turf, the Alhambra, the 
expenses of his outfit in purchasing the lease and furniture 
of his mansion, and the rest, had, with his expenditure, 
exhausted his first year's income ; but he reconciled himself 
to this, because he chose to consider them extraordinary ex- 
penses. Then the festivities of Pen Bronnock counter- 
balanced the economy of his more scrambling life the 
preceding year; yet he had not exceeded his income 
much. Then he came to Sir Carte's account He began 
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to gel a little frightened. Two hnndred and fifty thomand 
had been swallowed by Hanteriile Caatle : one hnndred and 

twenty thonsaiid by Hantevilla HonBa. Ninety-eix tbonsuid 
had been paid for fiimiture. There were eJao some awk- 
ward miscellanies which, in addition, exceeded the hal£- 

This waa emashing work ; hat castles and pcJaoes, pw- 
ticttlarly of the oorrecteat style of architecture, are not to 
be had for nothing. The Dnke had always devoted the 
half-million to this object ; but he had intended that mm 
to he snfBcient. What pnzzled and what annoyed him was 
a qoeer suspicion that his resources had been exhausted 
withont his resnlt being obtained. He sent for Sip 
Carte, who gave orery information, and assured him that, 
had he had the least idea that a limit was an object, be 
wonld have made his arrangements accordingly. Aa it 
was, he assured the yoang Duke that he would bo the 
Lord of the most sumptnoos and accnrate castle, and of 
the most gorgeous and tasteful palace, in Enrope. Ho waa 
proceeding with a cloud of words, when his employer cot 
him short by a peremptory demand of the exact anm 
requisite for the completion of his plans. Sir Carte was 
confused, and requested time. The estimates ahonld be 
sent in as quickly as possible. The clerks should sit up all 
night, and even his own rest should not be an object, any 
more than the Duke's purse. So they parted. 

The Duke determined to run down to Brighton for 
change of scene. He promised his bankers to examine 
everything on his return ; in the meantime, ttiey were to 
make all necessary advances, and honour hia drafts to any 
amount. 

He found the city of chalk and shingles not quito so 
agreeable as last year. He discovered that it had no ti«ea. 
There was there, also, just everybody that he did not wish 
to see. It was one great St. James' Street, and seemed 
only an anticipation of that very settson which he dreaded. 
He was half inclined to go somewhere else, hnt conld not 
fix upon any spot. London might he agreeable, as it was 
emp^ ; but then those confounded accounts awaited him. 
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The Bird of Paradise was a sad bore. He really began to 
suspect that she was little better than an idiot : then, she 
ate so mnch, and he hated yonr eating women. He gladly 
shuffled her off on that fool Count Frill, who daily bronght 
his guitar to Kemp Town. They just suited each other. 
What a madman he had been, to have embarrassed himself 
with this creature ! It would cost him a pretty ransom 
now before he could obtain his freedom. How we change ! 
Already the Duke of St. James began to think of pounds, 
shiUings, and pence. A year ago, so long as he could ex- 
tricate himself from a scrape by force of cash, he thought 
himself a lucky fellow. 

The Gbaftons had not arrived, but were daily expected. 
He really could not stand them. As for Lady Afy, he 
execrated the greenhomism which had made him feign a 
passion, and then get caught where he meant to capture. 
As for Sir Lucius, he wished to Heaven he would just take 
it into his head to repay him the fifteen thousand he had 
lent him at that confounded election, to say nothing of 
anything else. 

Then there was Burlington, with his old loves and his 
new dances. He wondered how the deuce that fellow 
could be amused with such frivolity, and always look so 
serene and calm. Then there was Squib : that man never 
knew when to leave off joking ; and Annesley, with his 
fiilse refinement ; and Darrell, with his petty ambition. 
He felt quite sick, and took a solitary ride : but he flew 
from Scylla to Charybdis. Mrs. Montfort could not forget 
their many delightful canters last season to Rottingdean, 
and) lo ! she was at his side. He wished her down the 
cliff. 

In this fit of the spleen he went to the theatre : there 
were eleven people in the boxes. He listened to the 
* School for Scandal.' Never was slander more harmless. 
He sat it all out, and was sorry when it was over, but was 
consoled by the devils of ' Der Freischutz.' How sincerely, 
how ardently did he long to sell himself to the demon ! It 
was eleven o*clock, and he dreaded the play to be over as 
if be were a child. What to do with himself, or where to 
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go, he was eqnallj at a loss. The door of the box opened, 
and entered Lord Bag^ot. If it mnst be an acquaintance^ 
this cub was better than any of his refined and latelj 
cherished companions. 

* Well, Bag, what are you doing with yourself?' 

* Oh ! I don't know ; just looking in for a lark. Anj 
game ?' 

* On my honour, I can't say.' 

' What's that girl ? Oh ! I see ; that's litUe Wilkiiis. 
There's MoU Otway. Nothing new. I shall go and ratUe 
the bones a little ; eh ! my boy ?' 

' Rattle the bones P what is that ?' 

' Don't you know P ' and here this promising yonng peer 
manually explained his meaning. 

* What do you play at ? ' asked the Duke. 

' Hazard, for my money ; but what you like.' 

* Where P' 

* We meet at De Berghem's. There is a joUy set of ui. 
All crack men. When my governor is here, I never go. 
He is so jealous. I suppose there must be only one game- 
ster in the fiomily ; eh ! my covey P ' Lord Bagshot, excited 
by the unusual afiability of the young Duke, grew quite 
familiar. 

' I have half a mind to look in with you,' said his Grrace, 
with a careless air. 

' Oh ! come along, by all means. They'll be devilish 
glad to see you. De Berghem was saying the other day 
what a nice fellow you were, and how he should like to 
know you. You don't know De Berghem, do you P ' 

* I have seen him. I know enough of him.' 

They quitted the theatre together, and, under the guid- 
ance of Lord Bagshot, stopped at a door in Brunswick 
Terrace. There they found collected a numerous party, 
but all persons of consideration. The Baron, who had 
once been a member of the diplomatic corps, and now lived 
in England, by choice, on his pension and private fortune, 
received them with marked courtesy. Proud of his com* 
panion. Lord Bagshot's hoarse, coarse, idiot voice seemed 
ever braying. His frequent introductions of the Duke of 
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Si. James were ezcmciating, and it required all the freezing 
of a finished manner to pass through this fiery ordeal. His 
Ghraoe was acquainted with most of the guests by sight, 
and to some he even bowed. They were chiefly men of a 
certain age, with the exception of two or three young peers 
like himself. 

There was the Earl of Castlefort, plump and luxurious, 
-with a youthful wig, who, though a sexagenarian, liked no 
companion better than a minor. His Lordship was the 
most amiable man in the world, and the most lucky ; but 
the first was his merit, and the second was not his fault. 
There was the juvenile Lord Dice, who boasted of having 
done his brothers out of their miserable 5,000Z. patrimony, 
and all in one night. But the wrinkle that had already 
ruffled his once clear brow, his sunken eye, and his con« 
vulsive lip, had been thrown, we suppose, into the bargain, 
and) in our opinion, made it a dear one. There was Temple 
Grace, who had run through four fortunes, and ruined four 
sisters. Withered, though only thirty, one thing alone 
remained to be lost, what he called his honour, which was 
already on the scent to play booty. There was Cogit, who, 
when he was drunk, swore that he had had a father ; but 
this was deemed the only exception to in vino Veritas, Who 
he was, the Goddess of Chance alone could decide ; and we 
have often thought that he might bear the same relation to 
her as ^neas to the Groddess of Beauty. His age was as 
great a mystery as anything else. He dressed still like a 
boy, yet some vowed he was eighty. He must have been 
SidaihieL Property he never had, and yet he contrived to 
live ; connection he was not bom with, yet he was upheld 
by a set. He never played, yet he was the most skilful 
dealer going. He did the honours of a rot^e et novr table to 
a miracle; and looking, as he thought, most genteel in a 
crimson waistcoat and a gold chain, raked up the spoils, or 
complacently announced apres. Lord Castlefort had few 
secrets from him: he was the jackal to these prowling 
beasts of prey ; looked out for pigeons, got up little parties 
to Richmond or Brighton, sang a song when the rest were 
too anxious to make a noise, and yet desired a little life, 
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(Mid perhaps conld cog & die, ftirangB & kiokirg- glass, or 
mix a turn bier- 

UolesB the loss of an occasional napolron at a Germ&n 
watering- place is to bo bo stigmatisoil, gaming had never 
formed one of the nDmerons foUicB of the Duke of St. 
James. Hich, and gifted with a geiieroas. sanguine, and 
lazarioiis disposition, he had never been tempted by the 
desire of gain, or, as aome mny perhaps muiiitain, by the 
desire of excitement, to seek assisUince or enjojineut in a 
mode of life which stnltifies all our fine fancies, deadens aU 
onr noble emotions, and mortifies nil our beantifut asp'ira^ 

We tnow that wo aro broaching tt doctrine which many 
will start at, and which some will protost against, when 
we declare onr belief that no person, whatever his apparent 
wealth, over yet gamed eicept from the prospect of imjne- 
diate guja. We hear mnch of want of excitement, of 
ennni, of satiety ; and then the gaming-table is announced 
as a sort of substitnte for opium, wine, or any other mode 
of obtaining a more intense vitality at the coGt of reason. 
Oaming is too active, too anxioos, too complicated, tou 
troublesome ; in a word, loo amislble an aflair for such 
spirito, wilt) fly only to a sort of dreamy and indoGoita 
distraotion. The fact ia, gaming is a matter of bomnese. 
lU object is tangible, clear, and evident. There is nothing 
high, or inflammatory, or exciting ; no fiilse magnificence, 
no visionary elevation, in the afitvir at ail. It is the very 
antipodes to enthnsiaam of any kind. It pre-snpposoa in 
its votary a mind essentially mercantile. All the feeling! 
that are in its train are the most mean, the most common- 
place, and the most annoying of daily life, and notliing 
wonld t«mpt the gamester to experience them except Uie 
great object which, as a matter of calculation, he ia willing 
to aim at on sncti terms. No man flies to the gamisif- 
table in a paroxysm. The first visit requires the courage 
of a forlorn hope. The firet stake will make tho lightest 
mind anxious, the firmed hand tremble, and the stoutest 
heart falter. After tho first stake, it is all a matter of 
calculation and management, even in games of chance 
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Ni^bt afler night will men play at rouge et noir, npon what 
they call a system, and for honrs their attention never 
ceases, any more than it would if they were in the shop or 
on the wharf. No manual lahour is more £a.tiguing, and 
more degrading to the lahourer, than gaming. Every 
g^amester feels ashamed. And this vice, this worst vice, 
from whose embrace, moralists daily inform us, man can 
nerer escape, is just the one from which the majority of 
men most completely, and most often, emancipate them- 
aelyes. Infinite are the men who have lost thousands in 
their youth, and never dream of chance again. It is this 
pursuit which, oflener than any other, leads man to self- 
knowledge. Appalled by the absolute destruction on the 
verge of which he finds his early youth just stepping ; 
aghast at the shadowy crimes which, under the influence 
of this life, seem, as it were, to rise upon his soul ; often he 
hurries to emancipate himself from, this fatal thraldom, and 
-with a mined fortune, and marred prospects, yet thanks 
bis Creator that his soul is still white, his conscience clear, 
and that, once more, he breathes the sweet air of heaven. 

And our yoxmg Duke, we must confess, gamed, as all 
other men have gamed, for money. His satiety had fled 
the moment that his afiairs were embarrassed. The thought 
suddenly came into his head while Bagshot was speaking. 
He determined to make an effort to recover ; and so com- 
pletely was it a matter of business with him, that he 
reasoned that, in the present state of his afiairs, a few 
thousands more would not signify ; that these few thou- 
sands might lead to vast results, and that, if they did, he 
would bid adieu to the gaming-table with the same coolness 
with which he had saluted it. 

Yet he felt a little odd when he first 'rattled the bones;' 
and his affected nonchalance made him constrained. He 
fancied every one was watching him ; while, on the con- 
trary, all were too much interested in their own different 
parties. This feeling, however, wore off. 

According to every novelist, and the moralists *oup 
betters,' the Duke of St. James should have been fortunate 
a;k least to-night. You always win at first, yon know. If 
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to, w6 adviw aaid children of fancy aoil of fact to podcet 
their gaini) and not plaj again. The young Duke bad not 
the opportnnity of thus acting. He lost fifteen hundred 
pounds, and at half-pasl five he quitted the Baron's. 

Hot, bilioTid, irith a confoonded twang in his mouth, and 
A cracking pain in his head, he stood one monjcnt and 
snifTod in the salt sea breeze. The moon was nnfortunatcly 
on the watera, and her cool, beneficent Ught reminded him, 
with diBgu§t, of the hot, bnming glare of the Baron's 
saloon. He thought of May Dacre, but clenched hta fist, 
and drove her imago from his mind. 



CHAPTER VH. 

Hr rose late, and aa he waa loanging over his breakfast, 
entered Lord Bagshot and the Baron. Already the young 
Duke began to experience one of the gamester's corses, 
the intmsive society of those of whom yon are ashamed. 
Eight-and- forty hours j^o. Lord Bagshot nonld no more 
have dared to call on the Duke of St. James than to call 
at the Pavihon ; and now, with that reckless want of tact 
which marks the innately vulgar, he seemed to triumph in 
their nnhallowed intimat^y, and lounging iuto his Grace's 
apartment with that half-sbulHing, half-swaggering sir in- 
dioative of the ' eove,' hut cocked, and thumbs in his great 
coat pockets, cast his complacent eye around, and praised 
his Grace's ' rooms.' Lord Bagshot, who for the occasional 
notice of the Dute of St. James had been so long a ready 
and patient butt, now appeared to assume a higher cha- 
tacfer, and addressed hia friend in a tone and manner which 
were aothoriscd by the equality of their rank and the sjm 
pathy of their tastes. If this change had taken place in 
the conduct of the Visconnt, it was not a singular one. 
The Duke also, to his surprise, found himself addressing 
his former butt in a very different style from that which 
be had assumed in the ball-room of Doncaater, In Tainhe 
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tried to rallj, in yain he tried to snub. It was indeed in yain. 
He no longer possessed any right to express his contempt of 
his companion. That contempt, indeed, he still felt. He 
despised Lord Bagshot still, but he also despised himself. 

The soft and silky Baron was a different sort of person- 
am ; bnt there was something sinister in all his elaborate 
oonrtesy and highly artificial manner, which did not touch 
the feelings of the Duke, whose courtesy was but the ex- 
pression of his noble feelings, and whose grace was only 
the impulse of his rich and costly blood. Baron de Berghem 
n^as too attentive, and too deferential. He smiled and 
bowed too much. He made no allusion to the last night's 
scene, nor did his tutored companion, but spoke of different 
and Hghter subjects, in a manner which at once proved his 
experience of society, the liveliness of his talents, and the 
cultivation of his taste. He told many stories, all short 
and poignant, and always about princes and princesses. 
Whatever was broached, he always had his apropos of 
Vienna, and altogether seemed an experienced, mild, 
tolerant man of the world, not bigoted to any particular 
opinions upon any subject, but of a truly liberal and philo- 
flophic mind. 

When they had sat chatting for half-an-hour, the Baron 
developed the object of his visit, which was to endeavour 
to obtain the pleasure of his Grace's company at dinner, to 
taste some wild boar and try some tokay. The Duke, who 
longed again for action, accepted the invitation ; and then 
they parted. 

Oar hero was quite surprised at the feverish anxiety 
with which he awaited the hour of union. He thought 
that seven o'clock would never come. He had no appetite 
at breakfast, and after that he rode, but luncheon was a 
blank. In the midst of the operation, he found himself in 
a brown study, calculating chances. All day long his 
imagination had been playing hazard, or rouge et now. 
Once he thought that he had discovered an infallible way 
of winning at the latter. On the long run, he was con- 
vinced it must answer, and he panted to prove it. 

Seven o'clo«*ic at last arrived, and he departed to Bmns- 
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wick Tennce. There was a brillifuit party to meet him : 
tile same ect as Inst night, bnt select. He yma Odat, and 
did justice to the euieine o? liia boat, which was indeed 
romarkabls. When we are ilrinkiag a ntan's good wine, it 
is diScalt to dialike him. Pn-judioe decreases with ererjr 
dnaght. His Grace began to thick the Baron as good- 
bearted as ogreeablo. He wns grateful for the cootiniied 
attentions of old Cnstlerort, wbo, he now found oat, had 
been very well acquainted with his father, and oace even 
made a trip to Spa with him. Lord Dice he coald not 
manage to endure, though that worthy was, for him. ro- 
markably courteous, and grinned with his parchment face, 
like a good-humoured ghoul. Temple Grace and the Doke 
bename almost istimale. There was an amiuble candour 
in that gcnileman'a address, a aoftuess in bis tones, and an 
unstudied and extremely interesting delicacy in bis maoner, 
which in this society was remarkable. Tom Cogit ncTer 
presumed to come near the young Dnka, but paid him 
constant attention. He sat at the bottom of the table, and 
was ever sending a servant with some choice wine, or 
recommending him, through some third pereon, some choice 
dish. It is pleasant to bo ' made much of,' as Shakspeare 
says, even by scoundrels. To be king of yonr company ia 
a poor ambition, yet homage ia homage, and smoke ia 
amoke, whether it come out of the clumney of a palftco or 
of a workhouse. 

The banquet was not hurried. Though all wished it 
finished, no one liked to appear urgeut. It was aver at 
last, and they walked np^stairs, where the tablea were 
arranged for all parties, and all play. Tom Cogit went np 
a few minutee before them, like the lady of the mansion, 
to review the lights, aud arrange the cards. Feminliia 
Tom Cogit ! 

Tlie events of to-night were mnch the same ss nf the 
preceding one. The Duke was b loser, but hii losses went 
not considerable. He retired abont the same hour, with a 
head not so hot, or heavy: and he never looked at the 
moon, or thought of May Dacre. The only wish that 
reigned in his soul was a longinjj for another opportunity, 
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and lie had agreed to dine with the BaroD, before he left 
Bnmswick Terrace. 

ThuB passed a week, one night the Duke of St. James 
redeeming himself^ another falling back to his old position, 
now pushing on to Madrid, now re-crossing the Tagos. 
On the whole, he had lost fonr or fiye thousand pounds, a 
mere trifle to what, as he had heard, had been lost and 
gained by many of his companions during only the present 
season. On the whole, he was one of the most moderate 
of these speculators, gftnerallj played at the large table, 
and never joined any of those private coteries, some of 
■which he had observed, and of some of which he had heard. 
Yet this was from no prudential resolve or temperate reso- 
lution. The young Duke was heartily tired of the slight 
results of all his anxiety, hopes, and plans, and ardently 
-wished for some opportunity of coming to closer and more 
decided action. The Baron also had resolved that an end 
should be put to this skirmishing ; but he was a calm head, 
and never hurried anything. 

* I hope your Grace has been lucky to-night ! ' said the 
Baron one evening, strolling up to the Duke : ' as for 
myself^ reaUy, if Dice goes on playing, I shall give up 
banking. That fellow must have a talisman. I think he 
has broken more banks than any man living. The best 
thing he did of that kind was the Roulette story at Paris. 
You have heard of that ? * 

* Was that Lord Dice ? ' 

* Oh yes ! he does everything. He must have cleared 
his hundred thousand last year. I have suffered a good 
deal since I have been in England. Castlefort has pulled 
in a great deal of my money. I wonder to whom he will 
leave his property ? * 

* You think him rich ? ' 

' Oh ! he will cut up large ! * said the Baron, elevating 
his eyebrows. * A pleasant man too ! I do not know any 
man that I would sooner play with than Castlefort ; no one 
who loses his money with better temper.' 

' Or wins it,' said his Grace. 

'That we all do,' said the Baron, faintly laughing. 

R 



242 THE YOUNG DUKE. 



'Tour Grace has lost, and joa do not seem particiilarij 
dnlL Yoa will have your revenge. Those who lose at 
first are always the children of fortone. I always dread a 
man who loses at first. All I beg is, that yoa will not 
break my bank.' 

* Why ! you see I am not playing now.* 

* I am not surprised. There is too much heat and xunse 
here/ said he. ' We will have a quiet dinner some day^ 
and play at our ease. Come to-morrow, and I will ask 
Castlefort and Dice. I should uncommonly like, efdn 
nous, to win some of their money. I will take care that 
nobody shall be here whom you would not like to meet. 
By-the-bye, whom were you riding with this morning? 
Fine woman ! ' 



CHAPTER Vm. 



The young Duke had accepted the invitation of the Baron 
de Berghem for to-morrow, and accordingly, himself, Lords 
Castlefort and Dice, and Temple Grace assembled in Bruns- 
wick Terrace at the usual hour. The dinner was studiously 
plain, and very little wine was drunk ; yet everything was 
perfect. Tom Cogit stepped in to carve in his usual silent 
manner. He always came in and went out of a room 
without anyone observing him. He winked familiarly to 
Temple Grace, but scarcely presumed to bow to the Duke. 
He was very busy about the wine, and dressed the wild 
fowl in a manner qaite unparalleled. Tom Oogit was the 
man for a sauce for a brown bird. What a mystery he 
made of it ! Cayenne and Burgundy and limes were ingre- 
dients, but thoro was a magic in the incantation with which 
he alone was acquainted. He took particular care to send 
a most perfect portion to the young Duke, and he did this, 
as he paid all attentions to influential strangers, with the 
most marked consciousness of the sufferance which per- 
mitted his presence: never addressing his Grace, but 
audibly whispering to the servant, 'Take this to the Duke;' 
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or Asking the attendant, ' whether his Ghrace would try the 
Hermitage ? ' 

After dinner, with the exception of Cogit, who was 
busied in componnding some wonderful liquid for the 
fatore refreshment, they sat down to ecarte. Without 
having exchanged a word upon the subject, there seemed a 
general understanding among all the parties that to-night 
was to be a pitched battle, and they began at once, briskly. 
Yet, in spite of their universal determination, midnight 
arrived without anything decisive. Another hour passed 
over, and then Tom Cogit kept touching the Baron's elbow 
and whispering in a voice which everybody could under- 
stand. All this meant that supper was ready. It was 
brought into the room. 

Gaming has one advantage, it gives you an appetite ; 
that is to say, so long as you have a chance remaining. 
The Duke had thousands; for at present his resources 
were unimpaired, and he was exhausted by the constant 
attention and anxiety of five hours. He passed over the 
delicacies and went to the side-table, and began cutting 
himself some cold roast beef. Tom Cogit ran up, not to 
his GracOy but to the Baron, to announce the shocking fact 
that the Duke of St. James was enduring great trouble ; 
and then the Baron asked his Grace to permit Mr. Cogit 
to serve him. Our hero devoured : we use the word ad- 
visedly, as fools say in the House of Commons : he devoured 
the roast beef^ and rejecting the Hermitage with disgust, 
asked for porter. 

They set to again fresh as eagles. At six o'clock accounts 
were so complicated that they stopped to make up their 
books. Each played with his memoranda and pencil at 
his side. Nothing fatal had yet happened. The Duke 
owed Lord Dice about five thousand pounds, and Temple 
Chrace owed him as many hundreds. Lord Castlefort also 
was his debtor to the tune of seven hundred and fifty, and 
the Baron was in his books, but slightly. Every half-hour 
they had a new pack of cards, and threw the used one on 
the floor. All this time Tom Cogit did nothing but snufiT 
the candles, stir the fire, bring them a new pack, and ooca- 

u 7 
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Bioually make a tumbler for them. At eight o'clock the 
Diike*B Bitoation was worsened. The ran was gnai!j 
against him, and perhaps his losses were doubled. ^ 
pulled up again the next hour or two ; but nevertheleflB, at 
ten o'clock, owed everyone something. No one offered to 
give over ; and everyone, perhaps, felt that his object was 
not obtained. They made their toilets and went down- 
btairs to breakfast. In the meantime the shutters were 
opened, the room aired, and in less than an hour thej were 
at it again. 

They played till dinner-time without intermission ; and 
though the Duke made some desperate efforts, and some 
successful ones, his losses were, nevertheless, trebled. Yet 
he ate an excellent dinner and was not at all depressed ; be- 
cause the more he lost, the more his courage and bis re- 
Bources seemed to expand. At first he had limited hima^lf 
to ton thousand ; after breakfast it was to have been twenty 
thousand ; then thirty thousand was the ultimatum ; and 
now he dismissed all thoughts of limits firom his mind, and 
was determined to risk or gain everything. 

At midnight, he had lost forty-eight thousand pounds. 
Affairs now began to be serious. His supper was not so 
hearty. While the rest were eating, he walked about tho 
room, and began to limit his ambition to recovery, and not 
to gain. When you play to win back, the fun is over : 
there is nothing to recompense you for your bodily tortures 
and your degraded feelings ; and the very best result that 
can happen, while it has no charms, seems to your oowed 
mind impossible. 

On they played, and the Duke lost more. His mind was 
jaded. He floundered, he made desperate efforts, but 
plunged deeper in the slough. Feeling that, to regain 
his ground, each card must tell, he acted on each as if it 
must win, and the consequences of this insanity (for a 
gamester at such a crisis is really insane) were, that his 
losses were prodigious. 

Another morning came, and there they sat, ankle-deep 
in cards. No attempt at breakfast now, no affectation of 
(uaking a toilet or airing the room. The atmosphere was 
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hot, to be snre, bnt it well became such a HelL There they 
aat, in total, in positive forgetftilness of everything bnt the 
hot game they were hunting down. There was not a man 
in the room, except Tom Gogit, who could have told you 
the name of the town in which they were living. There 
they sat, ahnost breathless, watching every turn with the 
fell look in their cannibal eyes which showed their total 
inability to sympathise with their fellow-beings. All forms 
of eociety had been long forgotten. There was no snuff- 
hoz handed about now, for courtesy, admiration, or a pinch ; 
no affectation of occasionally making a remark upon any 
other topic but the all-engrossing one. Lord Castlefort 
rested with his arms on the table : a false tooth had got un- 
hinged. His Lordship, who, at any other time, would have 
heen most annoyed, coolly put it in his pocket. His cheeks 
had ^len, and he looked twenty years older. Lord Dice 
bad torn off his cravat, and his hair hung down over his 
crQoub, bloodless cheeks, straight as silk. Temple Grace 
looked as if he were blighted by lightning ; and his deep 
blue eyes gleamed like a hysBua's. The Baron was least 
changed. Tom Cogit, who smelt that the crisis was at 
hand, was as quiet as a bribed rat. 

On they played till six o'clock in the evening, and then 
thoy agreed to desist till after dinner. Lord Dice threw 
himself on a sofa. Lord Castlefort breathed with difficulty. 
The rest walked about. While they were resting on their 
oars, the young Duke roughly made up his accounts. He 
found that he was minus about one hnndrcd thousand 
pounds. 

Lnmense as this loss was, ho was more struck, more 
appalled, let us say, at the strangeness of the surrounding 
scene, than even by his own ruin. As he looked upon his 
fellow gamesters, he seemed, for the first time in his life, to 
gaze upon some of those hideous demons of whom he had 
read. He looked in the mirror at himself. A blight seemed 
to have fallen over his beauty, and his presence seemed 
accursed. He had pursued a dissipated, oven more than a 
dissipated career, ^f nny were the nights that had been 
epent by him not on his couch ; great had been the 
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exhanstion that he liad often experienced; haggard had 
sometimes even been the Instre of his yonth. Bat when 
had been marked npon his brow this harrowing caro ? when 
had his features before been stamped with this anziefy, 
this angoish, this baffled desire, this strange niiearifaly 
scowl, which made him even tremble ? WhaJt* ! was it 
possible ? it could not be, that in time he was to be like 
those awful, those unearthly, those unhallowed things thai 
were around him. He felt as if he had fiJlen from his state, 
as if he had dishonoured his ancestry, as if he had betrayed 
his trust. He felt a criminal. In the darkness of his 
meditations a flash burst from his lurid mind, a celestial 
light appeared to dissipate this thickening gloom, and his 
soul felt as if it were bathed with the softening radiancy. 
He thought of May Dacre, he thought of ererything that 
was pure, and holy, and beautiful, and luminous, and calm. 
It was the innate virtue of the nian that made this appeal 
to his corrupted nature. His losses seemed nothing ; his 
dukedom would be too slight a ransom for freedom from 
these ghouls, and for the breath of the sweet air. 

He advanced to the Baron, and expressed his desire to 
play no more. There was an immediate stir. AH jumped 
up, and now the deed was done. Cant, in spite of their 
exhaustion, assumed her reign. They begged him to have 
his revenge, were quite annoyed at the result, had no doubt 
he would recover if he proceeded. Without noticing their 
remarks, he seated himself at the table, and wrote cheques 
for their respective amounts, Tom Cogit jumping up and 
bringing him the inkstand. Lord Castlefort, in the most 
affectionate manner, pocketed the drafl ; at the same time 
recommending the Duke not to be in a hurry, but to send 
it when he was cool. Lord Dice received his with a bow, 
Temple Grace with a sigh, the Baron with an avowal of 
his readiness always to give him his revenge. 

The Duke, though sick at heart, would not leave the 
room with any evidence of a broken spirit ; and when Lord 
Castlefort again repeated, ' Pay us when we meet again,' 
he said, ' I think it very improbable that we shall meet 
again, my Lord. I wished to know what gaming was. I 
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bad heard a great deal about it. It is not so very disgnst- 
ing ; bat I am a yoimg man, and cannot plaj tricks with 
xnj complexion.' 

He reached his honse. The Bird was ont. He gave 
orders for himself not to be disturbed, and he went to- bed ; 
but in vain he tried to sleep. What rack exceeds the tor- 
tnre of an excited brain and an exhausted body? His 
bands and feet were like ice, his brow like fire ; his ears 
rung with supernatural roaring ; a nausea had seized upon 
bim, and death he would have welcomed. In vain, in vain 
be courted repose ; in vain, in vain he had recourse to every 
expedient to wile himself to slumber. Each minute he 
started firom his pillow with some phrase which reminded 
him of his late fearM society. Hour after hour moved on 
with its leaden pace ; each hour he heard strike, and each 
boor seemed an age. Each hour was only a signal to cast 
off some covering, or shift his position. It was, at length, 
morning. With a feeling that he should go mad if he 
remained any longer in bed, he rose, ana paced his chamber. 
The air refreshed him. Ho threw himself on the floor ; the 
cold crept over his senses, and he slept. 



CHAPTER IX. 



O, TE immortal Gods ! ye are still immortal, although no 
longer ye hover o'er Olympus. The Crescent glitters on 
your mountain's base, and Crosses spring ^m out its top- 
pling crags. But in vain the Mufbi, and the Patriarch, and 
the Pope flout at your past traditions. They are married 
to man's memory by the sweetest chain that ever Fancy 
wove for Love. The poet is a priest, who does not doubt 
the inspiration of his oracles ; and your shrines are still 
served by a faithful band, who love the beautiful and adore 
the glorious ! In vain, in vain they tell us your divinity is 
a dream. From the cradle to the grave, our thoughts and 
feelings take their colour from you ! O ! ^giochus, the 
birch has oilen proved tliou art still a tliundorer; and; 
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althongh thj twanging bow mnrmnr no longer throngli ilie 
avenging air, many an apple twig still vindicateB thy oat- 
raged dignity, pulcber Apollo. 

O, ye immortal Gods ! nothing so difficult as to begin a 
cbapter, and therefore have we flown to yon. In lit e r a tnps^ 
as in life, it is the first step ; yon know the rest. After a 
paragraph or so our blood is up, and even our jaded hack- 
neys scud along, and warm up into friskiness. 

The Duko awoke : another day of his eventful life is now 
to run its course. He found that the Bird of Paradise had 
not returned from an excursion to a neighbouring park : 
he left a note for her, apprising her of his departaie to 
London, and he despatcheid an affectionate letter to Lady 
Aphrodite, which was the least that he could do, con- 
sidering that he perhaps quitted Brighton the day of her 
arrival. And having done all this, he ordered his horses, 
and before noon was on his first stage. 

It was his birthday. He had completed his twenty-third 
year. Tliis was sufficient, even if he had no other induce- 
ment, to make him indulge in some slight reflection. These 
annual summings up are awkward things, even to the pro- 
sperous and the happy, but to those who are the reverse, 
who are discontented with themselves, and find that youth 
melting away which they believe can alone achieve any- 
thing, I think a birthday is about the most gloomy four- 
and-twenty hours that ever flap their damp dull wings over 
melancholy man. 

Yet the Duke of St. James was rather thoughtful than 
melancholy. His life had been too active of late to allow 
him to indulge much in that passive mood. ' I may never 
know what happiness is,' thought his Gh*ace, as he leaned 
back in his whirling britzska, ' but I think I know what 
happiness is not. It is not the career which I have hitherto 
pursued. All this excitement which they talk of so much 
wears out the mind, and, I begin to believe, even the body, 
for certainly my energies seem deserting me. But two 
years, two miserable years, four-and-twenty months, eight- 
find-forty times the hours, the few hours, that I have been 
worse than wasting here, and I am shipwrecked, fairly 
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bulged. Yet I have done eyerTthing, tried eyerTtliing, and 
my career has been an eminent career. Woe to the wretoli 
who tmsts to his pampered senses for felicity ! Woe to the 
wretch who flies from the bright goddess Sympathy, to 
sacrifice before the dark idol Self-love ! Ah ! I see too late, 
we were made for each other. Too late, I discover tho 
beautifiil resnlts of this great principle of creation. Oh ! 
the blunders of an unformed character ! Oh ! the tortuire 
oi an ill-regulated mind ! 

' Give me a life with no fierce alternations of rapture and 
anguish, no impossible hopes, no mad depression. Free 
me from the delusions which succeed each other like scent- 
less roses, that are ever blooming. Save me from the ex- 
citement which brings exhaustion, and from the passion 
that procreates remorse. Give me the luminous mind, where 
recognised and paramount duty dispels the harassing, ascer- 
tains the doubtful, confirms the wavering, sweetens the 
bitter. Give me content. Oh ! give me love ! 

*How is it to end? What is to become of me? Can 
nothing rescue me? Is there no mode of relief, no place of 
succour, no quarter of refuge, no hope of salvation? I 
cannot right myself and there is an end of it. Society, 
society, &ociety! I owe thee much; and perhaps in work- 
ing in thy service, those feelings might be developed which 
I am now convinced are the only source of happiness ; but 
I am plunged too deep in the quag. I have no impulse, 
no call. I know not how it is, but my energies, good and 
evil, seem alike vanishing. There stares that fellow at my 
carriage ! Qod ! willingly would I break the stones upon 
the road for a year, to clear my mind of all the past ! ' 

A carriage dashed by, and a lady bowed. It was Mrs. 
Dallington Yere. 

The Duke had appointed his banker to dine with him, 
as not a moment must be lost in preparing for the reception 
of his Brighton drafts. He was also to receive, this 
evening, a complete report of all his afiairs. The first 
thing that struck his eye on his table was a packet from 
Sir Carte Blanche. He opened it eagerly, stared, started, 
nearly shrieked. It fell from his hands. He was for- 
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lunntely alone. Tbo estimates fur the complctioD of hte 
works, ftnd tlie porcbaee of the rest of the fiimilnre, exactly 
equalled the Bum already expended. Sir Carte added, Ibnt 
the works might of conrse be stopped, bat ttml there was 
DO possible way of redncing them, with any deference to 
the origmal design, scale, and style; that he had already 
given instructions not to proceed with the furniture nstil 
further notice, but regretted bo observe that the orders were 
so ndyanced that he feared it wns too late to make any 
Bonsible reductiou. It nii^ht in some degree reooncila 
hia Grace to this report when he t-oaclnded by observiog 
th&t the advanced state of the works could permit him to 
(i^arantce that the present estimates woulil not be ezoeeded. 
The Duke hod sufficiently recovered before the arrival of 
his cocfidcntiiJ aj^nt not to appear agitated, only eeriovs. 
The awful catastrophe at Brighton wns announced, and hia 
report of affairs was received. It was a very gloomy one. 
Great agricultnral distress prevailed, and the Tents conid 
not be got in. B'iye-and-twcnty per cent, was the least that 
must be taken off bis income, and with no prospect of being 
speedily added on. There was a projected railroad which 
would entirely knock up bis car.al, and even if crashed 
must be expensively op])osed. Coals were lalling also, and 
the dnties in town increasing. There was snd confusion in 
the Irish estates. The missionaries, who were patronised 
on the neighbouring lands of one of the City Componiee, 
had been exciting fatal confusion. Chapels were burnt, 
crops destroyed, stock butchered, and rents all in arrear. 
Mr. Dacre had contrived with great prudence to repress 
the efl'orts of the new reformation, and had succeeded in 
preventing any great mischief. Hia plans for the pursnal 
of his idenfi and feelings npon this subject had been com> 
municated to his late wai'd in an urgent and importsot 
paper, which bis Grace had never seen, but one day, nnread, 
])U9bed into a certain black cabinet, which perhaps the 
reader may remember. His Grace's miscellaneous debts 
had also been called in, and amounted to a greater snm 
than they had anticipated, which debts alwajB do. One 
hundred and forty tlniusand pounds had crumbled away in 
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the most imperceptible maimer. A great slice of ibis was 
the portion of the jeweller. His shield and his vases would 
at least be evidence to his posterity of the splendour and 
the taste of their imprudent ancestor ; but he observed the 
other items with less satisfaction. He discovered that in 
the course of two years he had given away one hundred and 
thirty-seven necklaces and bracelets ; and as for rings, they 
must be counted by the bushel. The result of this gloomy 
interview was, that the Duke had not only managed to get 
rid of the immortal half-million, but had incurred debts 
or engagements to the amount of nearly eight hundred 
thonsand pounds, incumbrances which were to be borne by 
a decreased and perhaps decreasing income. 

His Grace was once more alone. 

* Well ! my brain is not turned ; and yet I think it has 
been pretty well worked these last few days. It cannot be 
true : it must all be a dream. He never could have dined 
here, and said all this. Have I, indeed, been at Brighton? 
No, no, no ; I have been sleeping after dinner. I have a 
good mind to ring and ask whether he really was here. It 
must be one great delusion. But no ! there are those cursed 
aooounts. Well ! what does it signify? I was miserable 
before, and now I am only contemptible in addition. How 
the world will laugh ! They were made forsooth for my 
diversion. O, idiot ! you will be the butt of every one ! 
Talk of Bagshot, indeed ! Why, he will scarcely speak to 
me! 

' Away with this ! Let me turn these things in my 
mind. Take it at one hundred and fifty thousand. It is 
more, it most be more, but we will take it at that. Now, 
suppose one hundred thousand is allotted every year to 
meet my debts ; I suppose, in nine or ten years I shall be 
free. Not that freedom will be worth much then; but 
still I am thinking of the glory of the House I have be- 
trayed. Well, then, there is fifty thousand a-year loft. 
Let me see ; twenty thousand have always been spent in 
Ireland, and ten at Pen Bronnock, and they must not be 
out down. The only thing I can do now is, not to spare 
myself. I am the cause, and let me meet the consequenoes. 



Well, Ibev, pcrtiftpa ivrcnty thoDBand a-year romain to 
keep Hautuville Castle anil Hautcville Homo; to main 
tain the spleniloar of tlie Duke of St. James. Why, my 
hereditary cbaritieB alone amount to a quarter of my 
income, to say nothing of incidental charges ; 1 too, who 
slionld and who would wiiih to rebuild, at my own cost, 
every bridge that is swept away, and every steeple that is 
burnt, in my county. 

' And now for the great point. Shall I proceed with my 
buildingH? Uy own personal convenience whiapcra no! 
But I have a strong conviction that the advice is treason- 
able. What ! the young' Date's folly for every gazer in 
town and country to sneer at ! Oh ! my fathers, ^a I 
indeed your child, or »m I bastard? Never, never ahall 
yonrahield bo sullied while I bear it ! Never shall jronr proud 
banner veil while I am chietVain ! They shall be finished ; 
certainly, they shall be finished, tf I die an exile ! Then 
can bo no doubt abont tliis ; I feel tho deep propriety. 

' This girl, too, sometbing mnet bo done for her, I must 
Ret Sqnib to run down to Brighton for me : and Afy, poor 
dear Afy, 1 think she will be eurry when she hears it all ! 

' My head is weak r I want a counsellor. This man 
cannot enter into my fcehngs. Then there is my family 
lawj-cr ; if I ask him for advice, he will aek mo for instruc- 
tions. Besides, this is not a matter of pounds, shilliags, 
and pence ; it is an alTair as much uf sentiment as economy; 
it involves the honour of my family, and I want one to 
unburden myself to, who can sympathise vrith the tortured 
feelings of a Noble, i.>f a Doko without a dukedom, for it 
has come to that. But I will leave sneers to the world. 

' There is Annesley. He is clever, but so cold-blooded. 
Ho has no heart, TI>ore is Squib ; he is a good fellow, and 
has heart enough ', and I suppose, if X wanted to pennon 
off a mistress, or compoand with a few rascally tradesmen, 
he would manage the aCair to a miracle. There is Darrsll ; 
but he will be so fussy, and conSdential, and offici&l. Every 
meeting will be a cabinet council, every diflcnssion a debate, 
every memorandum a state paper. There is Burlington ; 
he is ejperionced, and clover, and kind-hearlcd, and, 1 
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reallj think, likes me; but, no, no, it is too ridiculous. 
We wlio have only met for enjoyment, whose countenance 
was a smile, and whose conversation was badinage; we 
to meet, and meditate on my broken fortunes ! Impossible! 
Besides, what right have I to compel a man, the study of 
whose life is to banish care, to take all my anxieties on his 
back, or refuse the duty at the cost of my acquaintance 
and the trouble of his conscience. Ah! I once had a 
friend, the best, the wisest ; but no more of that. What is 
even the loss of fortune and of consideration to the loss of 
his, his daughter's, love?' 

His voice faltered, yet it was long before he retired ; and 
he rose on the morrow only to meditate over his harassing 
embarrassments. As if the cup of his misery were not 
o'erflowing, a new incident occurred about this time, which 
rendered his sense of them even keener. But this is im- 
portant enough to commence a new chapter. 



CHAPTER X. 



William Hbnbt, Marquess of Mabyleboke, completed his 
twenty-first year : an event which created a greater sensa- 
tion among the aristocracy of Englaiid, even, than the ma- 
jority of George Augustus Frederick, Duke of St. James. 
The rent-roll of his Grace was great ; but that of his Lordship 
was incalculable. He had not indeed so many castles as 
our hero; but then, in the metropolis, a whole parish owned 
liim as Lord ; and it was whispered that, when a few miles 
of leases fell in, the very Civil List must give him the wall. 
Even in the duration of his minority, he had the superiority 
over the young Duke, for the Marquess was a posthumous 
son. 

Lord Marylebone was a short, thick, swarthy young 
gentleman, with wiry black hair, a nose somewhat flat, 
sharp eyes, and tusky mouth ; altogether not very unlike a 
terrier. His tastes were unknown : he had not travelled, 
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nor done anything very particular, except, with a few ooq- 
genial spirits, heat the Guards in a rowing-match, a pretty 
diversion, and ahnost as conducive to a smaU white hand 
as almond-paste. 

But his Lordship was now of age, and might be seen 
every day at a certain hour rattling up Bond Street in a 
red drag, in which ho drove four or five particular friends 
who lived at Stevens* Hotel, and therefore, we suppose, 
were the partners of his glory in his victory over his Ma- 
jesty's household troops. Lord Marylehone was the universal 
subject of conversation. Pursuits which would have de- 
voted a shabby Earl of twelve or fifteen thousand a year to 
universal reprobation, or, what is much worse, to universal 
sneers, assumed quite a difierent character when they 
constituted the course of life of this fortunate yout^ He 
was a delightful young man. So unaffected ! No super- 
refinement, no false delicacy. Every one, every sex, every- 
thing, extended his, her, or its hand to this cub, who, quite 
puzzled, but too brutal to be confused, kept driving on the 
red van, and each day perpetrating some new act of profii- 
gacy, some new instance of coarse profusion, tasteless ex- 
travagance, and inelegant eccentricity. 

But, nevertheless, he was the hero of the town. He 
was the great point of interest in • The Universe,* and * The 
New World ' favoured the old one with weekly articles on 
his character and conduct. The young Duke was quite 
forgotten, if really young he could be longer called. Lord 
Marylehone was in the mouth of every tradesman, who 
authenticated his own vile inventions by foisting them on 
his Lordship. The most grotesque fashions suddenly inun- 
dated the metropolis ; and when the Duke of St. James 
ventured to express his disapprobation, he found his empire 
was over. 'They were sorry that it did not meet his 
Grace's taste, but really what his Grace had suggested was 
quite gone by. This was the only hat, or cane, or coat 
which any civilised being could be seen with. Lord Mary- 
lehone wore, or bore, no other.* 

Li higher circles, it was much the same. Although the 
dandies would not bate an inch, and certainly would not 



THE YOUNG DUKE. 255 

elect the yonng Marquess for their leader, they found, to 
their dismay, that the empire which they were meditating 
to defend, had already slipped away from their grasp. A 
new race of adventurous youths appeared upon the stage. 
Seards, and great-coats even rougher, hull-dogs instead of 
poodles, cluhs instead of canes, cigars instead of perfumes, 
•were the order of the day. There was no end to boat- 
racing; Crockford's sneered at White's; and there was 
even a talk of reviving the ring. Even the women patron- 
ised the young Marquess, and those who could not be 
blind to his real character, were sure, that, if well managed, 
lie would not turn out ill. 

Assuredly our hero, though shelved, did not envy his 
successful rival. Had ho been, instead of one for whom ho 
felt a sovereign contempt, a being even more accomplished 
than himself^ pity and not envy would have been the senti* 
xnent he would have yielded to his ascendant star. But, 
nevertheless, he could not be insensible to the results of 
this incident ; and the advent of the young Marquess 
seemed like the sting in the epigram of his life. After all 
his ruinous magnificence, after all the profuse indulgence of 
bis fiEmtastio tastes, he had sometimes consoled himself, 
even in the bitterness of satiety, by reminding himself, that 
he at least commanded the admiration of his fellow-crea- 
tures, although it had been purchased at a costly price. 
Not insensible to the power of his wealth, the magic of his 
station, he had, however, ventured to indulge in the sweet 
belief that these qualities were less concerned in the 
trinmphB of his career than his splendid person, his accom- 
plished mind, his amiable disposition, and his finished 
manner ; his beauty, his wit, his goodness, and his grace. 
Even from this delusion, too, was he to waken, and, for the 
first time in his life, he gauged the depth and strength of 
that popularity which had been so dear to him, and which 
he now found to be so shallow and so weak. 

* What will they think of me when they know all ? 
What they will : I care not. I would sooner live in a 
cottage with May Dacre, and work for our daily bread, 
than be worshipped by all the beauty of this Babylon.' 
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Gloomy, jet sedate, be returned home. IHiB letters ui- 
noanced two extraordinary events. M. do Whiskerborg 
had galloped off with Lady Aphrodite, and Cknmt Frill had 
fiown away with the Bird of Paradise. 



CHAPTER XI. 



Thk last piece of information was a relief ; bat the an- 
nonnccment of the elopement cost him a pong. Both snr- 
priscd, and the first shocked him. We are nnreasonablo 
in love, and do not like to be anticipated even in neglect. 
An hoar ago Lady Aphrodite Grafton was to him only an 
object of anxiety and a caase of embarrassment. She was 
now a being to whom he was indebted for some of the 
most pleasing hoars of his existence, and who ooold no 
longer contribute to his felicity. Everybody appeared 
deserting him. 

He had neglected her, to be sare ; and they mast have 
parted, it was certain. Yet, slthoagh the present event 
saved him firom the most harrowing of scenes, he ooald 
not refrain shedding a tear. So good ! and so beaiitifol I 
and was this her end ? Ho who knew all knew how 
bitter had been the lot of her life. 

It is certain that when one of year very virtaoas women 
ventares to be a little indiscreet, we say it is certain, 
though we regret it, that sooner or later there is an explo- 
sion. And the reason is this, that they are always in a 
harry to make ap for lost time, and so love with them 
becomes a basiness instead of being a pleasure. Natnre 
had intended Lady Aphrodito Grafton for a Psyche, so 
spiritual was her soul, so pure her blood ! Art, that is 
education, which at least should be an art, though it is not ; 
art had exquisitely sculptured the precious g^em that 
Nature had developed, and all that was wruiting was love 
to stamp an impression. Lady Aphrodite Grafton might 
have been as perfect a character as was ever the heroine of 
a novel. And to whose account shall we place her blighted 
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fame and sullied liisi3*o? To that animal who seems 
formed only to betray woman. Her husband was a traitor 
in disguise. She found herself betrayed ; but like a noble 
chieftain, when her capital was lost, maintained herself 
among the ruins of her happiness, in the citadel of her 
virtue. She surrendered, she thought, on terms ; and in 
yielding her heart to the young Duke, though never for 
a moment blind to her conduct, yet memory whispered 
extenuation, and love added all that was necessary. 

Our hero (we are for none of your perfect heroes) did 
not behave much better than her husband. The difference 
lietween them was, Sir Lucius Grafton's character was 
formed, and formed for evil ; while the Duke of St. James, 
-when he became acquainted with Lady Aphrodite, possessed 
none. Gallantry was a habit, in which he had been brought 
np. To protest to woman what he did not believe, and to 
feign what he did not feel, were, as he supposed, parts in 
the character of an accomplished gentleman ; and as 
Idtherto he had not found his career productive of any 
misery, we may perhaps view his conduct with less severity. 
But at length he approaches, not a mere woman of the 
world, who tries to delude him into the idea that he is the 
first hero of a romance that has been a hundred times 
repeated. He trembles at the responsibility which he has 
incurred by engag^g the feelings of another. In the con- 
flict of his emotions, some rays of moral light break upon 
his darkened souL Profligacy brings its own punishment, 
and he feels keenly that man is the subject of sympatliy, 
and not the slave of self-love. 

This remorse protracts a connection which each day is 
productive of more painful feelings; but the heart cannot 
be overstrung, and anxiety ends in callousness. Then come 
neglect^ remonstrance, explanations, protestations, and, 
sooner or later, a catastrophe. 

But love is a dangerous habit, and when once indulged, is 
not easily thrown off, unless you become devout, which is, in 
a manner^ givii^ ^e passion a new direction. In Catholio 
oountrieB, it is surprising how many adventures end in a 
convent. A dame^ in her desperation, flies to the gru^te, 

8 
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which noYcr re-opens ; but in Protestant regions she has 
time to cool, and that's the denoe ; so, instead of taking 
the yeil, she takes a now lover. 

Lady Aphrodite had worked np her mind and tho jonng 
Duke to a step the very mention of which a jear before 
would have made him shudder. What an enchanter is 
Passion ! No wonder Ovid, who was a judge, made love 
so much connected with his Metamorphoses. With infinite 
difficulty she had dared to admit the idea of flying with 
his Qrsce ; but when the idea was once admitted, when she 
really had, once or twice, constantly dwelt on the idea of at 
length being free from her tyrant, and perhaps about to 
indulge in those beautiful affections for which she was 
formed, and of which she had been rifled ; when, I say, all 
this occurred, and her hero diplomatised, and, in short, 
kept back ; why, she had advanced one step, without know- 
ing it, to running away with another man. 

It was unlucky that De Whiskerburg stepped in. An 
Englishman would not have done. She knew them well, 
and despised them all ; but he was new (dangerous 
novelty), with a cast of feelings which, because they were 
strange, she believed to be unhackneyed ; andr he was im- 
passioned. We need not go on. 

So this star has dropped from out the heaven ; so this 
precious pearl no longer gleams among the jewels of society, 
and there she breathes in a foreign land, among strange 
faces and stranger customs, and, when she thinks of what 
is past, laughs at some present emptiness, and tries to per- 
suade her withering heart that the mind is independent of 
coantry, and blood, and opinion. And her father's face no 
longer shines with its proud love, and her mother's voice no 
longer whispers to her with sweet anxiety. Clouded is the 
brow of her bold brother, and dimmed is the radiancy of 
her budding sister's bloom. 

Poor creature ! that is to say, wicked woman ! for we 
arc not of those who set themselves against the verdict of 
society, or ever omit to expedite, by a gentle kick, a filing 
friend. And yet, when we just remember beauty is beanfy, 
and grace is grace, and kindness is kindness, although the 
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beaafcifal, tho gracefal, and the amiable do get in a scrape, 
we don't know how it is, we confess it is a weakness, but, 
onder these circumstances, we do not feel quite inclined to 
sneer. But this is vrrong. We should not pity or pardon 
those who have yielded to great temptation, or perchanco 
great provocation. Besides, it is right that our sympathy 
ahonld be kept for the injured. 

To stand amid the cold ashes of your desolate hearth, 
with aU your Penates shivered at your feet; to find no 
smiling face meet your return, no brow look gloomy when 
jon leave your door ; to eat and sleep alone ; to bo bored 
with grumbling servants and with weekly bills ; to have 
jour children asking after mamma ; and no one to nurso 
your gout, or cure the influenza that rages in your house- 
hold : all this is doubtless hard to digest, and would tell 
in a novel, particularly if written by my Mends Mr. Ward 
or Mr. Bulwer. 



CHAPTER Xll. 



Thi Duke had passed a stormy morning with his solicitor, 
who wished him to sell tho Pen Bronnock property, which, 
being parliamentary, would command a price infinitely 
greater than might be expected from its relative income. 
The very idea of stripping his coronet of this brightest 
jewel, and thus sacrificing for wealth the ends of riches, 
greatly disordered him, and he more and more felt tho 
want of a counsellor who could sympathise with his feel- 
ings as well as arrange his fortunes. In this mood ho 
suddenly seizod a pen, and wrote the following letter : — 

* House, Feb. 5, 182—. 

* Mt dear Mb. Dacbe, 

• I keenly feel that you are tho last person to whom 
1 should apply for the counsels or the consolation of friend- 
ship. 1 have long ago forfeited all claims to your regard, 
and your esteem I never possessed. Yet, if only because 
my career ought to end by my being an nnsuccessful suj)- 
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pliant to the individual whom both virtne and nai&Te 
pointed out to me as my best friend, and whose proffered 
and parental support I have so wantonly, however thought- 
lessly, rejected, I do not regret that this is written. No 
feeling of false delicacy can prevent me firom applying to 
one to whom I have long ago incurred incalculable obliga- 
tions, and no feeling of false delicacy will, I hope, for a 
moment, prevent you from refusing the application of one 
who has acknowledged those obligations only by incalca- 
lable ingratitude. 

' In a word, my affairs are, I fear, inextricably involved. 
I will not dwell upon the madness of my life ; suffice that 
its consequences appal me. I have really endeavoured to 
examine into all details, and am prepared to meet the evil 
as becomes mo ; but, indeed, my head turns with the com- 
plicated interests which solicit my consideration, and I 
tremble lest, in the distraction of my mind, I may adopt 
measures which may baffle the very results I would attain. 
For myself, I am ready to pay the penalty of my silly pro- 
fligacy ; and if exile, or any other personal infliction, can 
redeem the fortunes of the House that I have betrayed, I 
shall cheerfully submit to my destiny. My career has been 
productive of too little happiness to make me regret its 
termination. 

* But I want advice : I want the counsel of one who can 
sympathise with my distracted feelings, who will look as 
much, or rather more, to the honour of my family than to 
the convenience of myself. I cannot obtain this from vdiat 
are called men of business, and, with a blush I confess, I 
have no friend. In this situation my thoughts recur to 
one on whom, believe me, they have often dwelt ; and 
although I have no right to appeal to your heart, for my 
father*s sake you will perhaps pardon this address. What- 
ever you may resolve, my dearest sir, rest assured that you 
and your &mily will always command the liveliest gratitude 
of one who regrets he may not subscribe himself 

*' Your obliged and devoted friend, 

' St. Jamba.' 
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* I beg that you will not answer this, if your determina- 
tion be what I anticipate and what I deserve. 

' Dacre Dacre, Esq., &c., <&c., <&c.' 

It was signed, sealed, and sent. He repented its trans- 
mission when it was gone. He almost resolved to send a 
courier to stop the post. He continued walking up and 
down his room for the rest of the day ; he could not eat, or 
read, or talk. He was plunged in a nervous reverie. He 
passed the next day in the same state. Unable to leave 
bis house, and unseen by visitors, he retired to his bed 
feverish and dispirited. The morning came, and he woke 
from his hot and broken sleep at an early hour ; yet he had 
not energy to rise. At last the post arrived, and his letters 
were brought up to him. With a trembling hand and sink- 
ing breath he read these lines : — 

* Castle Dacre, February 6, 182—. 

* My dear younq Feiend, 

* Not only for your father's sake, but your own, are my 
services ever at your command. I have long been sensible 
of youp amiable disposition, and there are circumstances 
which will ever make me your debtor. 

*The announcement of the embarrassed state of your 
afikirs fills me with sorrow and anxiety, yet I will hope the 
best. Young men, unconsciously, exaggerate adversity as 
well as prosperity. If you are not an habitual gamester, 
and I hope you have not been even an occasional one, un- 
bounded extravagance could scarcely in two years have 
permanently injured your resources. However, bring 
down with you all papers, and be careful to make no 
arrangement, even of the slightest nature, until we meet. 

*We expect you hourly. May desires her kindest re- 
gards, and begs me to express the great pleasure which she 
will feel at again finding you our guest. It is unnecessary 
for me to repeat how very sincerely I am your friend, 

* Dacbe Dacbe. 

He read the letter three times to be sure he did not mis- 
take the delightful import. Then he rang the bell with a 
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vivBcity which had not characterised him far maaj a 
month. 

* Loigi ! prepare to leave town to-morrow morning for an 
indefinite period. I shall only take joo. I most dxcsa 
immediately, and order breakfast and my horses.* 

The Duke of St. James had communicated the state of 
his affairs to Lord Fitz-pompey, who was very shocked, 
offered his best services, and also asked him to dinner, to 
meet the Marquess of Maiylebone. The young Duke had 
also announced to his relatives, and to some of his particular 
friends, that he intended to travel for some time, and he 
well knew that their charitable experience would under- 
stand the rest. They understood everything. The Mar- 
quess' party daily increased, and ' The Universe ' and the 
' New World ' announced that the young Duke was ' done 
up.* 

There was one person to whom oar hero would pay a 
farewell visit before he left London. This was Lady Cho- 
line St. Maurice. He had called at Fitz-pompey House 
one or two mornings in the hope of finding her alone, and 
to-day he determined to be more successful. As he stopped 
liis horse for the last time before his uncle's mansion, he 
could not help calling to mind the first visit which he had 
paid after his arrival. But the door opens, he enters, he is 
announced, and finds Lady Caroline aloue. 

Ton minutes passed away, as if the morning lide or 
evening ball wore again to bring them together. The young 
Duke was still gay and still amusing. At last he said with 
a smile, 

' Do you know, Caroline, this is a farewell visit, and to 
yon ? ' 

She did not speak, but bent her head as if she were in- 
tent upon some work, and so seated herself that her coun- 
tenance was almost hid. 

* You have heard from my uncle,' continued he, laugh- 
ing ; * and if you have not heard firom him, you have heard 
from somebody else, of my little scrape. A fool and hia 
money, you know, Caroline, and a short reign and a merry 
one. When we get f)rudent we are wondrous fond of pro- 
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rerlw. My reign has certaiiily been brief cnongh ; with 
n^gHid to the merriment, that is not qoibe so certain. I 
have little to regret except yonr society, sweet coz ! * 

' Dear George, how can yon talk so of such serious affairs ! 
If you knew how unhappy, how miserable I am, when I 
hear the cold, callous world speak of such things with in- 
difference, you would at least not imitate their heartlesu- 
uess.' 

' Dear Caroline ! ' said he, seating himself at her side. 

* I cannot help thinking,' she continued, ' that you have 
not sufficiently exerted yourself about these embarrass- 
ments. You are, of course, too harassed, too much an- 
noyed, too little accustomed to the energy and the detaU 
of business, to interfere with any effect ; but surely a friend 
might. You will not speak to my father, and perhaps you 
have your reasons ; but is there no one else ? St. Maurice, 
I know, has no head. Ah! George, I often feel that if your 
relations had been different people, your fate might have 
been different. We are the fault.* 

He kissed her hand. 

'Among all your intimates,' she continued, ' is there no 
one fit to bo your counsellor, no one worthy of your con- 
fidence ? ' 

' None,' said the Duke, bitterly, * none, none. I have no 
friend among those intimates : there is not a man of them 
who cares to serve or is capable of serving me.' 

* You have well considered ? ' asked Lady Caroline. 

' Well, dear, well. I know them all by rote, bead and 
heart Ah ! my dear, dear Carry, if you were a man, what 
a nice little friend you would be ! ' 

* You will always laugh, George. But I : I have no 
heart to laugh. This breaking up of your affairs, this exile, 
this losing you whom we all love, love so dearly, makes me 
quite miserable.' 

He kissed her hand again. 

* I dare say,' she continued, * you have thought me as 
heartless as the rest, because I never spoke. But I knew ; 
that is, I feared; or, rather, hoped that a great part of 
what I heard was false ; and so I thought notice was unne 
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ccssary, and miglit be painful. Yet^ heaven knowa, there 
are few snbjects that have been oftener in my thonghtB, or 
cost me more anxiety. Are you snre you have no fiiend ?* 

' I have you, Caroline. I did not say I had no friends : 
I said, I had none among those intimates you taDced of; 
that there was no man among them capable of the neces- 
sary interference, even if he were willing to undertake it. 
But I am not friendless, not quite forlorn, dear ! My &te 
has given me a firiend that I but little deserve : one whom, 
if I had prized better, I should not perhaps have been 
obliged to put his friendship to so severe a triaL To- 
morrow, Caroline, I depart for Castle Dacre ; there is mj 
friend. Alas ! bow little have I deserved such a boon ! * 

' Dacre ! * exclaimed Lady Caroline, * Mr. Dacre ! Oh ! 
you have made me so happy, Greorge ! Mr. Dacre is the 
very, very person ; that is, the very best person you could 
possibly have applied to.' 

• Gt>od-bye, Caroline,' said his Grace, rising. 

She burst into tears. 

Never, never had she looked so lovely : never, never had 
ho loved her so entirely ! Tears ! tears shed for him f Oh f 
what, what is grief when a lovely woman remains to weep 
over our misfortunes ! Could he bo miserable, coTild his 
career indeed be unfortunate, when this was reserved for 
him ? He was on the point of. pledging his affection, but 
to leave her under such circumstances was impossible : to 
neglect Mr. Dacre was equally so. He determined to arrange 
his affairs with all possible promptitude, and then to hasten 
up, and entreat her to share his diminished fortunes. But 
he would not go without whispering hope, without leaving 
some soft thought to lighten her lonely hours. He caught 
her in his arms ; he covered her sweet small mouth with 
kisses, and whispered, in the midst of their pure embrace, 

*' Dearest Carry ! I shall soon return, and we will yet be 
happy.' 
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BOOK V. 



CHAPTER I. 

liiss Dacre, althongh she was prepared to greet the Dnke 
of St. James with cordiality, did not anticipate with eqnal 
pleasnre the arrival of the page and the jager. Infinite 
had heen the disturbances they had occasioned during their 
first visit, and endless the complaints of the steward and 
the housekeeper. The men-servants were initiated in the 
mysteries of dominoes, and the maid-servants in the tactics 
of flirtation. Karlstein was the hero of the under-butlers, 
and even the trusty guardian of the cellar himself was too 
often on the point of obtaining the German's opinion of his 
master^s German wines. Gaming, and drunkenness, and 
lore, the most productive of all the teeming causes of human 
sorrow, had in a week sadly disordered the well-regulated 
hciisehold of Castle Dacre, and nothing but the impetuosity 
of our hero would have saved his host's establishment from 
ntter perdition. Miss Dacre was, therefore, not less pleased 
than surprised when the britzska of the Duke of St. James 
discharged on a fine afternoon, its noble master, attended 
only by the &ithful Luigi, at the terrace of the Castle. 

A few country cousins, fresh from Cumberland, who 
knew nothing of the Duke of St. James except from a 
stray number of * The Universe,' which occasionally stole 
down to corrupt the pure waters of their lakes, were the 
only guests. Mr. Dacre grasped our hero's hand with a 
warmth and expression which were unusual with him, but 
which conveyed, better than words, the depth of his friend- 
ship ; and his daughter, who looked more beautiful than 
ever, advanced with a beaming £a,ce and joyous tone, which 
quite reconciled the Duke of St. James to being a ruined 
man* 
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The presenoe of strangers limited their oonveraatioii to 
subjects of general interest. At dinner, the Dnke took 
care to be agreeable : he talked in an nnaffected inannflr« 
and particnlarl J to the coosins, who were all delighted with 
him, and found him ' quite a different person ficom what 
they had fancied.' The evening passed over, and even 
lightly, without the aid of ecart^ romances, or gallops. 
Mr. Dacre chatted with old Mr. Montingford, and old Idbrs. 
Montingford sat still admiring her ' girls,' who stood still 
admiring May Dacre singing or talking, and oocaaioDaUy 
reconciled us to their occasional silence, by a firequent and 
extremely hearty laugh ; that Cumberland laugh which 
never outlives a single season in London. 

And the Duke of St. James, what did he do ? It must 
be confessed that in some points he greatly resembled the 
Misses Montingford, for he was both silent and admiring; 
but he never laughed. Yet he was not dull, and was care- 
ful not to show that he had cares, which is vulgar. If a 
man be gloomy, let him keep to himself. No ono has a 
right to go croaking about society, or, what is worse, look- 
ing as if he stifled grief. These fellows should be put in the 
pound. We like a good broken heart or so now and then ; 
but then one should retire to the Sierra Morena mountains, 
and live upon locusts and wild honey,'not' dine out' with 
our cracked cores, and, while we are meditating suicide, 
the Gazette, or the Chiltem Hundreds, damn a vintage or 
eulogise an entree. 

And as for cares, what are cares when a man is in love? 
Once more they had met ; once more he gazed upon that 
sunny and sparkling face ; once more he listened to that 
sweet and thrilling voice, which sounded like a bird-like 
burst of music upon a summer morning. She moved, and 
each attitude was fascination. She was still, and he re- 
gretted that she moved. Now her neck, now her hair, 
now her round arm, now her tapering waist, ravished his 
attention ; now he is in ecstasies with her twinkling foot, 
now he is dazzled with her glancing hand. 

Once more he was a Dacre ! How difierent was this 
meeting to their first ! Then, she was cold, almost cutting ; 
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tlieii she was disregardful, almost contemptnons ; but tLtfa 
he liad hoped; ah! madman, he had more than hoped. 
Now she was warm, ahnost affectionate ; now she listened 
to him with readiness, ay! almost courted his conversa- 
tion. And now he could only despair. As he stood alone 
before the fire, chewing this bitter cud, she approached him. 

* How good jou were to come directly ! ' she said with a 
smile, which melted his heart. ' I fear, however, you will 
not find OS so merry as before. But you can make anything 
amusing. Come, then, and sing to these damsels. Do you 
know they are half a&aid of you ? and I cannot persuade 
them that a terrible magician has not assumed, for the 
nonce, the air and appearance of a young gentleman of 
distinction.' 

He smiled, but could not speak. Repartee sadly deserts 
the lover; yet smiles, under those circumstances, are 
eloquent ; and the eye, after all, speaks much more to the 
purpose than the tongue. Forgetting everything except 
the person who addressed him, he offered her his hand, 
and advanced to the group which surrounded the piano. 



CHAPTER II. 



Thi next morning was passed by the Duke of St. James in 
giving Mr. Dacre his report of the state of his affairs. His 
banker's accounts, his architect's estimates, his soHcitor's 
statements, were all brought forward and discussed. A 
ride generally with Miss.Dacre and one of her young friends, 
dinner, and a short evening, and eleven o'clock, sent them 
all to repose. Thus glided on a fortnight. The mornings 
continued to be passed in business. Affairs were more 
complicated than his Grace had imagined, who had no idea 
of detail. He gave all the information that he could, and 
made his friend master of his particular feelings. For the 
rest, Mr. Dacre was soon involved in much correspondence ; 
and although the young Duke could no longer assist him, 
he reoommended and earnestly begged that he woold 
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remain At Daoro ; for bo coald perceive, better than his 
Orsce, that our hero wns Ubouring under a great deal of 
exeitenieDt, and that bis health was impaired. A regular 
coarse of life was therefore as necessary for his constttntios 
BiS it was desirable for all other reasons. 

Behold, then, our hero doraestieated at Dacre ; rising 
at nine, joining a family breakfast, taking a quiet ride, or 
moderate etroU, somotimcs looking into a book, bat he was 
no great reader ; sometimes fortunate enough in achieving 
a stray game at billiards, usually with a Misa Montiogford, 
and retiring to rest about the time that in London bis 
most active existence generally began, Was lie dull? 
was he wearied P Ho was never lighter-hcDLrted or more 
contented in bis life. Happy be could not allow himself 
to be styled, because the very caose wbich breathed this 
calm over his existence seemed to portend a storm which 
could not be avoided. It was the thought, the presence, 
the smile, the voice of May Dacre that impartoi this new 
interest to existence ; that being who never could be his. 
He shuddered to think that all this must end ; but although 
he never indulged again in the great hope, bis sanguine 
temper allowed him to thrust away the future, and to par- 
ticipate in all the joys of the flowing hour. 

At the end of February the Alontingfords departed, and 
now the Duke was the only guest at Dacre ; nor did he 
hoar that any others were expected. He waa alona with 
her again ; often was be alone with her, and never without 
a strange feeling coming over his frame, which made him 
tremble. Mr. Dacre, a man of active habits, always fonnit 
occupation in bis public duties and in the vaiions interests 
of a large estate, and usually rei|nested, or rather required, 
the Duke of St. James to be bis companion. He wa« 
desirous that the Duke should not bo alone, and ponder too 
much over the past ; nor did he coneeal hia wishes from 
bis daughter, who on all occasions, as the Duke observed 
with gratification, seconded the benevolent intentions of her 
parent. Nor did oar hero indeed wish to be alone, or to 
ponder over the past. He was quite contented with the 
present; bnt he did not want to ride with papa, and took 
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©very opportunity to shirk ; all which Mr. Dacre set down 
to the indolence of exhaustion, and the inertness of a mind 
'withoat an object, 

* I am going to ride over to Doncaster, George,' said Mr. 
Dacre one morning at breakfast. ' I think that 70a had 
better order yonr horse too. A good ride will rouse you, 
and you should show yourself there.' 

* Oh ! very well, sir ; but, but I think that * 

* But what ? * asked Mr. Dacre, smiling. 

The Duke looked to Miss Dacre, who seemed to take 
pity on his idleness. 

* You make him ride too much, papa. Leave him at home 
with me. I have a long round to-day, and want an escort. 
I will take him instead of my friend Tom Carter. Too 
must carry a basket though,' said she, turning to the Duke, 
* and run for the doctor if he be wanted, and, in short, do 
any odd message that turns up.' 

80 Mr. Dacre departed alone, and shortly afber his 
daughter and the Duke of St. James set out on their morn- 
ing ramble. Many were the cottages at which they called ; 
many the old dames afber whose rheumatisms, and many 
the young damsels afber whose fortunes they enquired. Old 
Dame Bawdon was worse or better ; worse last night, but 
better this morning. She was always better when Miss 
called. Miss's face always did her good. And Fanny was 
very comfortable at Squire Wentworth's, and the house- 
keeper was very kind to her, thanks to Miss saying a word 
to the great Lady. And old John Selby was quite about 
again. Miss's stuff had done him a world of good, to say 
nothing of Mr. Dacre' s generous old wins. 

* And is this your second sou, Dame Bishworth ? * 

* No ; that bees our fourth,' said the old woman, mater- 
nally arranging the urchin's thin, white, flat, straight, un- 
manageable hair. * We are thinking what to do with him, 
Miss. He wants to go out to sarvice. Since Jem Eustace 
got on so, I don't know what the matter is with the lads ; but 
I think we shall have none of them in the fields soon. He can 
dean knives and shoes very well, Miss. Mr. Bradford, at 
the Castle, was sajing t'other day that perhaps he might 
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Hunt • ynog band. Ton havon't heard aBTthing, I sap- 
posr, Mias ? ' 

' And what is yoor name, air ? ' asked llisa Dacr«. 

' Bobby Rishworth, Miaa ! " 

' Well, Bobby, I must oonsnlt Mr, Bradford.' 

' We be in great trouble, Miaa,' said the nest cottager. 
' Wo be in gres-t trouble. Tom, poor Tom, wm out last 
night, and the keepers wiU give him np. The good man 
has done all he can, wo hare all done all we can, Utea, and 
yon Bee how it ends. He Js the first of the family that ever 
went oat. I hope that will be considered, Hisa. Seventy 
years, oar fathers before us, have we been on tho 'state, and 
nothing ever sworn agin na. I hope that will bo wnsiderod, 
Uiss. I am sure if Tom hod been an nndcrkeeper, as Mr. 
KoberU once talked of, this would never have happened. 
I hope that will be considered, Alias. We are in gfeaX 
tronble surely. Tom, yon see, was oiir first, Miss.' 

' I never interfere about poaching, yoo know, Mrs, Jones. 
Mr. Dacre ia tho best jndge of anch nmttcrs. But yon can 
f^ to Imn, and say that I sent yoa. 1 am afraid, however, 
that he has hc-ard of Tom before.' 

' Only that night at Milwood, Miss; and then you see ho 
had been drinking withSqnireKidge's people. I hope that 
will be considered. Miss." 

' Well, well, go np to the Caetlo.' 

* Pray be seated, Mias,' Raid a neat-looking mistress of a 
neat little farmhouse. ' Pray be seatecJ, sir. Let me dnst 
it first. Dnst will pet everywhere, do what we can. And 
how's Pa, Miss ? He has not given me a look-in for many 
a day, not since bo was a-hnnting ; bless me, if it ayn't a 
fortnight. This day fortnight be tasted our ale, sure enough. 
Will yon take a glass, sir ? ' 

' You are very good. No, I thank you ; not to-day.' 

' Yes, give him a giass, Norse. Ue is unwell, and it will 
do him good.' 

She brought tho sparkling amber fluid, and the Duke did 
justice by liis draught. 

' I shall have fine honey for you, Miss, this year,' aaid tie 
old Nurse. ' Are yon fond of honey, sir P Our honey is 
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well known about. I don't know Iiow it in, bat we do 
i always contrive to manage the bees. How fond some people 

are of honey, good Lord ! Now, when you were a little girl 
j (I knew this young lady, sir, before you did), you always 

I used to be fond of honey. I remember one day: let me see, 

j it must be, ay ! truly, that it is, eighteen years ago next 

Martinmas : I was a-going down the nursery stairs, just to 
my poor mistress's room, and I had you in my arms (for I 
knew this young lady, sir, before you did). Well! I was 
a-going down the stairs, as I just said, to my poor dear 
mistress's room with you, who was then a little-un indeed 
(bless your smiling face ! you cost me many a weary hour 
when you were weaned. Miss. That you did ! Some 
thought you would never get through it ; but I always 
said, while there is life there is hope ; and so, you see I 
were right) ; but, as I was saying, I was a-going down the 
stairs to my poor dear mistress, and I had a gallipot in my 
hand, a covered gallipot, with some leeches. And just as 
I had got to the bottom of the stairs, and was a-going into 
my poor dear mistress's room, said you (I never shall forget 
it), said you, " Honey, honey. Nurse." She thought it were 
honey, sir. So you see she were always very fond of honey 
(for I knew this young lady long before you did, sir).' 

* Are you quite sure of that, Nurse ? ' said Miss Dacre ; 
* I think this is an older friend than you imagine. You 
remember the little Duke ; do not you? This is the little 
Duke. Do you think he has grown ? ' 

' Now ! bless my life ! is it so indeed ? Well, be sure, 
lie has g^wn. I always thought he would turn out well. 
Miss, though Dr. Preiyman were always a-preaching, and 
talking his prophecycations. I always thought he would 
turn out well at last. Bless me ! how he has grown, 
indeed ! Perhaps he grows too fast, and that makes him 
weak. Nothing better than a glass of ale for weak people. 
I remember when Dr. Pretyman ordered it for my poor dear 
mistress. " Give her ale," said the Doctor, " as strong as it 
can be brewed ;" and sure enough, my poor dear master had 
it brewed ! Have you done growing. Sir? You was ever 
a troublesome child. Often nnd oflen hare I called George, 
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Georf^ Gfioi^, Goorgy Forf^, Knd lis never irauld como 
nflftp me, though lie beard dl the time as plainly' as he docs 
now. Bless me ! be has growu indeed I * 

'But I have tarued ont well at laat, Nurse, ehP" asked 
the Dake. 

'Aj! Hnre enough; I always raiid so. Often «iid often 
have I said, he will turn out well at last. Ton be going, 
MisB? I thank you for looking in. My doty to my master. 
I was thinking of bringing up one of those cheeses he likes 

'Ay ! do. Nurse. Ho caji eat no cheese but yours.' 

As tbey wandered home, they talked of Lady Caroline, 
to whom the Duke mentioned that he must write. He had 
once intended distinctly to have explained his feelings lo 
her in a letter from Dacre ; but eaeh day he postponed the 
close of his destiny, although without hope. He lingered 
and he lingered round May Dacre, as a bird flutters round 
the fruit which is already grasped by a boy. Circumstaneea, 
which we shall relate, had already occurred, which con- 
firmed the suspicion ho bad long entertained that Amndel 
Dacre was his favoured rival. Impressed with the folly o( 
again encouraging hope, yet nnable to harden hia heart 
against her continual fascination, the soflness of his manner 
indicated his passion, and his calm and somewhat languid 
carriage also told her it was hopeless. Fei-haps, after all, 
there is no demeanour more calculated to melt obdurate 
woman. The gratification he received from her society waa 
evident, yet he never indulged in that gallantry of which 
he w^s once so proud. When she approached him, a mild 
smile ht up his pensive oonnloiionce ; he adopted her sug- 
gestions, but made none ; he listened to her remarks with 
interest, bat no longer bandied repartee. Delicately he im- 
pressed her with the absolate power which she might exer> 
cise over hia mind. 

*I write myself to Caroline to-morrow,' said Miss Dacre. 

*Ah 1 Then I need not write. I talked of going sp 
Booner. Have the kindness to explain why I do i ~ 
peremptory orders from Mr. Dacre ; fresh air, and 

' Ari til m otic. I undorstnnd you get on admirably." 
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* My follies,' said the Dnke with a serious air, ' have at 
least been productiye of one good end, they have amused 
you.* 

* Nay ! I have done too many foolish things myself any 
more to laugh at my neighbours. As for yourself, you have 
only committed those which were inseparable from your 
Bitaation ; and few, like the Duke of St. James, would so 
soon have opened their eyes to the truth of their conduct.' 

* A compliment from you repays me for all.' 

* Self-approbation does, which is much better than com- 
pliments from anyone. See ! there is Papa, and Arundel 
too : let us run up ! ' 



CHAPTER m. 



The Duke of St. James had, on his arrival at Dacre, soon 
observed that a constant correspondence was maintained 
between Miss Dacre and her cousin. There was no attempt 
to conceal the fact from any of the guests, and, as that 
young gentleman was now engaged in an affair interesting 
to all his friends, every letter generally contained some 
paragraph almost as interesting to the Montingfords as to 
herself, which was accordingly read aloud. Mr. Arundel 
Dacre was candidate for the vacant representation of a 
town in a distant county. He had been disappointed in his 
views on the borough, about which he had returned to 
England, but had been nevertheless persuaded by his cousin 
to remain in his native country. During this period, ho 
had been a great deal at Castle Dacre, and had become 
much more intimate and unreserved with his uncle, who 
observed with great satisfieixstion this change in his cha- 
racter, and lost no opportunity of deserving and increasing 
the confidence for which he had so long unavailingly yearned, 
and which was now so unexpectedly proffered. 

The borough for which Arundel Dacre was about to stand 
was in Sussex, a county in which his family had no property, 
and very slight connection. Yet at the place, the Catholic 
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interest was strou^, and on that, and the nsnal Whig in- 
flneace, he ventiired. His dedre to be a meniber of the 
Legislature, at all and from early tiniea extreme, waa now 
greatly hoigbtened by the prospect of l>eiiig present at the 
impending Catholic debate. After an absence of tiiree 
weeks, he had harried to Yorkshire for fonr-and-twen:^ 
honrs, to give a report of the state of his caovass, and tin 
probability of his Buccess- In that success all were givatljr 
iaterested, but none more so than Miss Oocre, whoae 
thoDghts indeed seemed to dwell on no other subject, aod 
who expressed herself with a warmth wliich betrayed Jiei 
Bocret feelings. Had the place only been in Torkshire, afaft 
was euro he must have succeeded. She was the best can- 
Tasser in the world, and everybody agreed that Harry Givy- 
atoke owed his election merely to her insinuating tongue 
and mvrivaJled powers of scampering, by which she had 
completely bafSed the tactics of Lady Amarantba Germain, 
who thought that a canvass was only a long morning call, 
and might be achieved in a cashmere and a britzska. 

The young Dake, who had seen little of liis second since 
the eventiiil day, greeted him with warmth, and was wel- 
comed with a Oanknesa which he had never before expe- 
rienced from hia friccd. Excited by rapid travel and his 
present courae of life, and not damped by the unexpeoled 
presence of any strangers, Arundel Dacre seemed quite a 
changed man, and talked immensely. 

' Come, llay, I must have a kias ! I have been kissing as 
pretty girb as yon. There now ! Ton all said I never 
sliould be a popular candidate. I get regularly hu^eaed 
every day, so they have been obliged to hire a band of 
butchers' boya to pelt me. Whereupon I compare myself 
to Cnaar set upon in the Senate Honsc, and get immense 
cheering in "The County Clironicle." which I have bribed. 
If yon know the butta of wine, the Heidelberg tuns of ale, 
that 1 have dratik during the last fortnight, you would 
sure indeed. Aa mnch as the Lake : but tben I have to 
talk 60 much, that the ardour of my eloquence, like the hot 
flannels of tjie Humane Society, save me from the iujuriouii 
oflbcts of a]l tlii^ hqnid.' 
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' But will yon get in ; but will yon get inp ' exclaimed his 
cousin. 

* 'Tis not in mortals to command success ; but ' 

* Poob ! pooh ! yon must command it ! ' 

* Well, then, I have an excellent chance ; and the only 
thing against me is, that my conmiittee are quite sure. 
But really I think that if the Protestant overseers, whom, 
by-the-bye. May, I cannot persuade that I am a heretic (it 
is yeiy hard that a man is not believed when ho says he 
shall be damned), if they do not empty the workhouse, we 
shall do. But let us go in, for I have travelled all night, 
and must be off to-morrow morning.' 

They entered the house, and the Duke quitted the family 
group. About an hour afterwards, he sauntered to the 
mnsic-room. As he opened the door, his eyes lighted upon 
May Dacre and her cousin. They were standing before 
the fire, with their backs to the door. His arm was wound 
carelessly round her waist, and with his other hand he sup- 
ported, with her, a miniature, at which she was looking. 
The Duke could not catch her countenance, which was 
completely hid ; but her companion was not gazing on the 
picture : his head, a little turned, indicated that there was 
a living countenance more interesting to him than all the 
skill of the most cunning artist. Part of his cheek was 
alone perceptible, and that was burning red. 

All this was the work of a moment. The Duke stared, 
tamed pale, closed the door without a sound, and retired 
nnperceived. When he was sure that he could no longer 
be observed, he gasped for breath, a cold dew covered his 
frame, his joints loosened, and his sinking heart gave him 
that sickening sensation when life appears utterly worth- 
less, and ourselves utterly contemptible. Yet what had he 
witnessed ? A confirmation of what he had never doubted. 
What was this woman to him ? Alas ! how supreme was 
the power with which she i^ded his spirit! And this 
Dacre, this Arundel Dacre, how he hated him ! Oh ! that 
they were hand to hand, and sword to sword, in some fair 
field, and there decide it ! He must conquer ; he felt that. 
Already his weapon pierced that craven heart, and ripped 
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open tiiat broast which wa» to be the pillow of— ^^ 
Hell ! hell ! He nishod to hie room, and began a tetter U 
Caroline St. Maurice ; bat he could not write ; and after 
scribbling over a qniro of pnper, ho threw the sberts to the 
flames, and dctcmiitied to ride tip to town to-man-ow. 

The dinner bell sounded. Conld he meet them ? Xy ! 
meet them ! Defy them ! Insult them ! Ho descended 
to the dining-room. He heard her maaical and liquid 
voice; the scowl npon Ida brow melted away; but, gloonij 
and silent, he took his scat, and gloomj' and silent he 

t remained. Little he spoke, and that httle was scarcely 
conrtoous. But Arundel had enough to say. He was the 
hero of the party. Well be might be. Story aller story of 
old maids and young widows, sturdy butchers and corrupt 
coal merchants, sparkled away ; but a faint smile was all 
the tribute of the Dnko, and a tribute that was seldom 
pud. 
' Tou are not well 1 ' stud Miss Docro to him, in a low 
Toioo. 
' I believe I am,' answered ho shortly, 
' Yon do not seem quite so,' she replied, with an air of 
sarpriso. 
' I believe I have got a headache,' he retorted n-itb little 
more cordiality. She did not again speak, but she waa 
evidently annoyed. 
The 
sort 
pS' 
sine 
yott 
exifl 
Bzis 



CHATTER IV. 

There Ptrtainly is a dark delight in being miscrahlc*, u 
sort of strnnRe satisfaction iit being savage, whieh is 
inly fnacinating. One of the greatest pests of 
philosophy is, that one can no longer be sullen, and most 
sincerely do T regret it. To brood over misery, to flatter 
yonreelf that there is not a single being wbo cares for your 
existence, and not a single circumstance to make that 
eziateaoe desirable : there is wild wit^^her? in it, wbinh we 
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doiiht whether opium can reach, and are sure that wine 
cannot. 

And the Duke ! He soon left the nncle and nephew to 
their miserable speculations about the state of the poll, and 
took his sullen way, with the air of Ajax, to the terrace. 
Here he stalked aJong in a fierce reverie ; asked why he 
had been bom ; why he did not die ; why he should live, 
and so on. His wounded pride, which had borne so much, 
fiurly got the mastery, and revenged itself for all insults on 
Love, whom it ejected most scurvily. He blushed to think 
bow he had humiliated himself before her. She was the 
cause of that humiliation, and of every disagreeable sensa- 
tion that he was experiencing. He began, therefore, to 
imprecate vengeance, walked himself into a fair, cold- 
hearted, mahcious passion, and avowed most distinctly that 
he hated her. As for him, most ardently he hoped that, 
so^e day or other, they might again meet at six o'clock in 
the morning in Kensington Gardens, but in a difierent 
relation to each other. 

It was dark when he entered the Castle. He was about 
asoending to his own room, when he determined not to be 
cowc 1, and resolved to show himself the regardless witness 
of their mutual loves : so he repaired to the drawing-room. 
At one end of this very spacious apartment, Mr. Dacre 
and Arundel were walking in deep converse ; at the other 
sat Miss Dacre at a table reading. The Duke seized a 
chair without looking at her, dragged it along to the fire- 
place, and there seating himself, with his arms folded, his 
feet on the fender, and his chair tilting, he appeared to 
be lost In the abstracting contemplation of the consuming 
fuel. 

Some minutes had passed, when a slight sound, like a 
fluttering bird, made him look up : Miss Dacre was stand- 
ing at his side. 

' Is your head better ? * she asked him, in a soft voice. 

* Thank you, it is quite well,* he repUed, in a sullen one. 
There was a moment's pause, and i^en she again spoka 

* I am sure you are not well.' 

* Perfectly, thank you.' 
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' SoDtethtDg has happened, theii,* she SMd, ratlur in- 
ploriogly. 

* What sbould have happened f he rejoined, pettishly. 

* Ton are very Btrange ; very unlike what yon always 
are." 

' What I always am is of do conscqaence to myself, or 
to anyone else; and as for what I am now, I cannot alway<> 
csommand my feelings, thongh I shall take care that tfaey 
are not again observed.' 

* I have offended yon ? ' 

'Then yon have shown, yonr discretion, for yon shonld 
always offend the forlorn.' 

' I did not think hefore that yon were bitter,' 

' That has made me bitter which has made all others bo.' 

MVliat?' 

* Disappaintment.' 

Another pause, yet she did not go. 

' I will not qnorrel, and so yon need not try. Ton are 
Donaigned to my care, and I am to amnse yon. What shall 

' Do what you like, Mi as Dacre ; bat spare, oh ! spara me 

your pity ! ' 

'Ton do indeed snrprise me. Pity ! I was not thinking 
of pi^ 1 But yon are indeed fieriona, and I leave yon.' 

Be tamed ; he seized her hand. 

' Nay ! do not go. Forgive me," he said, ' forgive lao, 
far I am most miserahle.' 

' Wliy, why are you ? ' 

' Oh ! do not ask ; yon agonise me.' 

' Shall I sing P Sball I charm the evil EpiritP' 

' Anything ? ' 

She tripped to the piano, and an air, bursting like the 
Spring, and gay as a village feast, filled the room with it« 
delight. He listened, and each instant the chilly weight 
loosened from his heart. Her balmy voice now came npon 
his ear, breathing joy and cheerfulness, content and love. 
Gonld love be the savago passion which lately subjugated 
his aoul ? He rose from his seat ; he walked about the 
room : efleli minute hie heart was lighter, his hrriw monj 
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imootJu A thonsand thoughts, beautiful and quivoring 
like the twilight, glanced o'er his mind in indistinct but 
exquisite tumult, and hope, like the voice of an angel in s 
storm, was heard above all. He lifted a chair gently from 
the ground, and, stealing to the enchantress, seated himself 
at her side. So sofUy he reached her, that for a moment 
he was imperceived. She turned her head, and her eyes 
met his. Even the ineffable incident was forgotten, as he 
marked the strange gush of lovely light, that seemed to say 
■ what to think of was, after all, madness. 



CHAPTER V. 



The storm was past. He vowed that a dark thought 
should not again cross his mind. It was fated that she 
should not be his ; but it was some miserable satisfaction 
that he was only rejected in f&vour of an attachment which 
had grown with her years, and had strengthened with her 
stature, and in deference to an engagement hallowed by 
time as well as by affection. It was deadly indeed to 
remember that Fate seemed to have destined him for that 
happy position, and that his folly had rejected the proffered 
draught of bliss. He blasphemed against the Fitz-pompeys. 
However, he did not leave Dacre at the same time as 
Arundel, but lingered on. His affairs were far from being 
arranged. The Irish business gave great trouble, and he 
determined therefore to remain. 

It was ridiculous to talk of feeding a passion which was 
not susceptible of increase. Her society was Heaven ; and 
he resolved to enjoy it, although he was to be expelled. 
As for his loss of fortune, it gave him not a moment's care. 
Without her, he felt he could not live in England, and, 
even ruined, he would be a match for an Italian prince. 

So he continued her companion, each day rising with 
purer feelings and a more benevolent heart ; each day more 
oonvinced of the falseness of his past existence, and of the 
possibility of happiness to a well-regulated mind ; each day 
more conscious that duty is nothing more than self-know- 
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ledge, and the performance of it consequently the develop- 
ment of feelings which are the only tme sonrce of self- 
gratification. He mourned over the opportnnities which 
he had forfeited of conducing to the happiness of others 
and himself. Sometimes he had resolved to remain in 
England and devote himself to his tenantry; but passion 
blinded him, and he felt that he had erred too fiur ever to 
regain the right road« 

The election for which Arundel Dacre was a candidate 
came on. Each day the state of the poll arrived. It was 
nearly equal to the last. Their agitation was terrible, but 
forgotten in the deep mortification which they experienced 
at the announcement of his defeat. He talked to the 
public boldly of petitioning, and his certainty of ultimate 
success ; but he let them know privately that he had no 
intention of the first, and no chance of the second. Even 
Mr. Dacre could not conceal his deep disappointment ; but 
May was quite in despair. Even if her &ther could find 
means of securing him a seat another time, the present 
great opportunity was lost. 

* Surely we can make some arrangement for next session,' 
said the Duke, whispering hope to her. 

* Oh ! no, no, no ; so much depended upon this. It is not 
merely his taking a part in the debate, but, but, Arundel 
is so odd, and everything was staked upon this. I cannot 
tell you what depended upon it. He will leave England 
directly.' 

She did not attempt to conceal her agitation. The 
Duke rose, and paced the room in a state scarcely less 
moved. A thought had suddenly flashed upon him. Their 
marriage doubtless depended upon this success. He knew 
something of Arundel Dacre, and had heard more. He was 
convinced of the truth of his suspicion. Either the nephew 
would not claim her hand until he had carved out his own 
fortunes, or perhaps the uncle made his distinction the 
condition of his consent. Yet this was odd. It was all 
odd. A thousand things had. occurred which equally 
puzzled him. Yet he had seen enough to weigh against a 
thousand thoughts. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

Axoi'HBB fortnight glided away, and be was still at the 
Castle, still the constant and almost sole companion of May 
Dacre. 

It is breakfast ; the servant is delivering the letter-bag to 
Mr. Dacre. Interesting moment! when you extend yonr 
hand for the billet of a mistress, and receive yonr tailor's 
bill ! How provokingly slow are most domestic chieftains in 
this anxions operation! They torn the letters over and 
over, and upside and down; arrange, confdse, mistake, 
assort; pretend, like ChampoUion, to decipher illegible 
franks, and deliver with a slight remark, which is intended 
as a friendly admonition, the documents of the unlucky 
wight who encourages unprivileged correspondents. 

A letter was delivered to Miss Dacre. She started, ex- 
claimed, blushed, and tore it open. 

* Only you, only you,' she said, extending her hand to the 
young Duke, * oidy you were capable of this ! * 

It was a letter from Arundel Dacre, not only written but 
franked by him. 

It explained everything that the Duke of St. James 
might have told them before ; but he preferred hearing all 
himself, from the delighted and delightfol lips of Miss 
Dacre, who read to her father her cousin's letter. 

The Duke of St. James had returned him for one of his 
Cornish boroughs. It appeared that Lord St. Maurice was 
the previous member, who had accepted the Chiltem 
Hundreds in his favour. 

' You were determined to surprise, as well as delight us,' 
said Mr. Dacre. 

' I am no admirer of mysteries,' said the Duke ; ' but the 
fact is, in the present case, it was not in my power to give 
you any positive information, and I had no desire to provide 
you, after your late disappointment, with new sources of 
anxiety. The only person I could take the liberty with, at 
80 short a notice, was St. Maurice. He, you know, is a 
Liberal ; but he cannot forget that he is the son of a Tory^ 
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Uid Laa no great ambition to tolce any actiro paK in aflaira 
Bt present. I anticipated leas dlfficnlty with him than vritL 
hia father. St. Maurice can coniin&tid mo again when it 
Buits him ; but, I confesa to you, I have been sorprised at 
my uncle's kindnesa in this affair. I really have not done 
jnatica to his character before, and regret it. He has b^ 
haved in the most kind-hearted and the most liberal 
manner, and pnt me nnder obligations which I nevrr shall 
forget. He seems as desiroos of serving my friend as 
myself; and I assure yon, sir, it would give yoa pleasure to 
know in what terms of respect he speaks of yoor family, 
Uid particularly of Amndel.' 

' Arundel says lie shall take bis seat the momiug of the 
debate. How very near ! how admirably managed ! Oh ! 
I never shall recover my surprise and dehght ! How good 
yoo are ! ' 

' He takes his seat, then, to-morrow,' said Mr. Dai^re, ia 
a muaing tone. ' My letters gire a rather nervona account 
of affairs. We are to win it, they hope, but by two only. 
As for the Lords, the majority against us will, it is said, bo 
somewhat smaller than usual. We shall never trinmph, 
George, till May is M.P, for the county. Cannot yon return 
her for Pen Broonock too ? ' 

They talked, as you may suppose, of nothing else. At 
last Mr. Dacro remembered an appointment with his 
bailiff, and proposed to the Doke to join him, who acceded. 

' And I to be left alone this moroiitg, then ! ' aaid Miss 
Dacre. 'I am sure, as they say of children, I can set to 
nothing.' 

' Come and ride with us, then ! ' 

' An excellent idea t Let ns canter over to Hantoville ! 
I am just in the humour for a gallop np tlie avenue, and 
feel half emancipated already with a Dacre in the Honsal 
Oh ! to-morrow, how nervous I shall be ! ' 

' I will dispal^b Barrington, then,* said Mr. Paon, * 
join yon in ten minutes.' 

' How good you are ! ' said Miss Dacre to the Do] 
'How can we thank you enough ? What can w( 
yoQp' 
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^ Yoa have thanked me enough. What have 1 done after 
all ? My opportanity to serve my Mends is brief. Is it 
wonderfol ^mt I seize the opportuniiy ? ' 

• Brief ! brief ! Why do you always say so ? Why do 
joa talk so of leaving us ? ' 

' My visit to yon has been already too long. It must 
soon end, and I remain not in England when it ceases.* 

* Gome and live at Hanteville, and be near ns ? ' 

He funtly smiled as he said, 'No, no; my doom is 
fixed. Hanteville is the last place that I should choose for 
my residence, even if I remained in England. But I hear 
the horses.' 

The important night at length arrived, or rather the 
important messenger, who brought down, express, a report 
of its proceedings to Castle Dacre. 

Nothing is more singular than the various success of men in 
the House of Commons. Fellows who have been the oracles 
of coteries from their birth, who have gone through the 
regular process of gold medals, senior wranglerships, and 
double fbifits, who have nightly sat down amid tumultuous 
cheering in debating societies, and can harangue with 
unruffled forehead and un&ltering voice, from one end of a 
dinner-table to the other, who, on all occasions, have some- 
thing to say, and can speak with fluency on what they 
know nothing about, no sooner rise in the House than 
their spells desert them. All their eflrontery vanishes. 
Commonplace ideas are rendered even more uninteresting 
by monotonous delivery ; and keenly alive as even boobies 
are in those sacred waJls to the ridiculous, no one appears 
more thoroughly aware of his unexpected and astounding 
deficiencies than the orator himself. He regains his seat 
hot and hard, sultry and stiflf, with a burning cheek and an 
icy hand, repressing his breath lest it should give evidence 
of an existence of which he is ashamed, and clenching his 
fist, that the pressure may secretly convince him that he 
has not as completely annihilated his stupid body as his 
false reputation. 

On the other hand, persons, whom the women have long 
doploredy and the men long pitied, as having * no manner^' 
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who bluali when you epoak to Ihem, and blander when ibey 
speak to jon, suddenly jump up in the House with a self- 
confidence, which is only equalled by ttieir congnnuaate 
ability. And so it was with Arandcl Dacre. He rose the 
Grst night that bo took his seat (a great disadvantage, of 
which no one was more Bensible than himself), and for an 
hour and a half he addressed the fullest House that bad 
long been assembled, with the self-possession of an habitual 
debater. His clenching argument, and his luminous detail, 
Toight have been expected from one who had the reputotioD 
of having been a student. What was more surprising was, 
the withering sarcasm that blasted like the simoom, the 
brilliant sallies of wit that flashed like a sabre, the gushing 
eddies of humour that drowned all op[)osition and over- 
whelmed those ponderous and unwieldy argomente which 
the producers announced as rocks, but which he proved to 
be porpoises. Never was there such a triumpbaat d<5but ; 
and a peroration of gounine eloquence, because of genuine 
feeling, concluded amid the long and renewed cheers of all 
parties. 

The truth is, Eloquence is the child of Knowledge. When 
a mind is full, like a wholesome river, it is also clear. 
Confnsion and obscurity are much oftener the results of 
ignorance than of inefficiency. Few are the men who 
cannot express their meaning, when the occasion demands 
the energy; as the lowest will defend their lives with 
acotoness, and sometimos even with eloquence. They arc 
masters of their snbject. Knowledge must be gained by 
ourselves. Mankind may supply us with lacts ; but the re- 
sults, even if they agree with previous ones, must be the 
work of our own mind. To make others feel, we must fool 
onrsolves ; and to feel ourselves, we must be natoral. This 
Wo can never be, when we are vomiting forth the dogmas 
of the schools. Knowledge is not a mere collectioa o£ 
words ; and it is a delusion to suppose that thought can be 
obtained by the aid of any other intellect than our own. 
What is roretition, by a curious mystery ceases to be 
truth, oven if it were truth when it was first heard ; as the 
sliodow in a mii-ror, though it move and iiumic all the 
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actions of vitality, is not life. When a man is not speak- 
ing, or writing, from his own mind, he is as insipid com- 
pany as a looking-glass. 

Before a man can address a popular assembly with com- 
mand, he must know something of mankind ; and he can 
know nothing of mankind without knowing something of 
himself. Self-knowledge is the property of that man whose 
passions have their play, but who ponders over their re- 
sults. Such a man sympathises by inspiration with his 
kind. He has a key to every heart. He can divine, in 
the flash of a single thought, aU that they require, all that 
they wish. Such a man speaks to their very core. All 
feel that a master-hand tears off the veil of cant, with 
which, from necessity, they have enveloped their souls ; 
for cant is nothing more than the sophistry which results 
from attempting to account for what is unintelligible, or to 
defend what is improper. 

Perhaps, although we use the term, we never have had 
oratory in England. There is an essential difference be- 
tween oratory and debating. Oratory seems an accom- 
plishment confined to the ancients, unless the French 
preachers may put in their claim, and some of the Irish 
lawyers. Mr. Shiel's speech in Kent was a fine oration ; 
and the boobies who taunted him for having got it by rote, 
were not aware that in doiug so he only wisely followed 
the example of Pericles, Demosthenes, Lysias, Isocrates, 
Hortensius, Cicero, Cadsar, and every great orator of an- 
tiquity. Oratory is essentially the accomplishment of an- 
tiquity : it was their most efficient mode of communicating 
thought ; it was their substitute for printing. 

I like a good debate ; and, when a stripling, used some- 
times to be stifled in the Gallery, or enjoy the easier privi- 
leges of a member^s son. I like, I say, a good debate, and 
liave no objection to a due mixture of bores, which are a 
relief. I remember none of the giants of former days ; but 
I have heard Canning. He was a consummate rhetorician ; 
but there seemed to me a dash of commonplace in all tliat 
he said, and frequent indications of the absence of an 
original mind. To the last, he never got clear of ' Good 
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Qod, sir ! ' tad all the other hackae7ed ejacal&tioiia of hi» 
youthful debating dabs. The most conunaiidiiig speaker 
that I ever listened to ia, I think, Sir Francis Burdett. I 
neTBf benrd bitu in tbe Huaee ; bnt at au elcuticiit. He 
w&B full of music, grace, and dignity, even amid all the 
Tnlgar tumult ; and, nntiko nil mob orators, raised the 
taste of the populace to bim, instead of lowering his own 
to theirs. His colleague, Mr. Hobbonse, seemed to me ill 
qaoli&cd for a demagogue, though he epoke with power. 
He ia rather too elaborate, and a little heavy, bnt fluent, 
and never weak. His tfaoughtful and bighlj-cnltiTatod 
mind muiutnins liim under all circumstances ; and his 
breeding never deserts bim. Sound sense comes recom- 
mended from bis lips by tbe language of a scholar and the 
urbanity of a goutlenian, 

Mr. Brougham, at present, reigns paramoant in the 
House of Commons. I think the lawyer has spoiled tfa« 
statesman. He is said to have great powers of sarcasm. 
From what I have observed there, I sboulil think rery 
little ones would be quite sufficient. Many a sneer withers 
in those walls, whicli would scarcely, I think, bbght a 
cnrrant-bush out of them ; and I have seen tbe House con- 
vulsed with raillery which, in other society, would in&llibly 
Bottle the rallier to be a bore beyond all tolerance. Even 
an idiot can raise a smile. They are so good-natured, or 
find it so dull. Kr. Canning's badinage vms the most 
successful, though 1 confess I have batened to few things 
more calculated to make a man gloomy. But the House 
always ran riot, taking everything for granted, and cracked 
thoir universal sides before he opened his moatb. The 
fault of Mr. Brougham is, that he holds no intellect at 
present in great dread, and, consequeutly, allows himself 
on all occasions to run wild. Few men hazard mors nn- 
philosophical observations; but be is safe, because there is 
no one to notice them. On all great occasions, Ur. 
Broughani bas come up to the mark ; an infallible test of a 
man of genius, 

I hear that Mr. Mocaolayja to be returned. If ho speaks 
half as well as he writes, tbe House will bn in Iksibion 
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again I fear that he is one of those who, like the indi- 
vidnal whom he has most stadied, will ' give up to party 
what was meant for mankind.' 

At any rate, he most get rid of his rabidity. He writes 
now on all subjects, as if he certainly intended to be a 
renegade, and was determined to make the contrast com- 
plete. 

Mr. Peel is the model of a minister, and improves as a 
speaker ; though, like most of the rest, he is fluent without 
the least style. He should not get so often in a passion 
either, or, if he do, should not get out of one so easily. 
His sweet apologies are cloying. His candour ; he will do 
well to get rid of that. He can make a present of it to 
Mr. Huskisson, who is a memorable instance of the value 
of knowledge, which maintains a man under all circum- 
stances and all disadvantages, and will. 

In the Lords, I admire the Duke. The readiness with 
which he baa adopted the air of a debater, shows the man 
of genius. There is a gruff, husky sort of a downright 
Montaignish naivete about him, which is quaint, unusual, 
and tells. You plainly perceive that he is determined to 
be a civilian ; and he is as offended if you drop a hint that 
he occasionally wears an uniform, as a servant on a holiday 
if you mention the word livery. 

Lord Orey speaks with feeling, and is better to hear than 
to read, though ever strong and impressive. Lord Holland's 
speeches are like a refaccvmento of all the suppressed pas- 
sages in Clarendon, and the notes in the new edition of 
Bishop Burnet's Memoirs : but taste throws a delicate hue 
over the curious medley, and the candour of a philosophic 
mind shows that in the library of Holland House he can 
sometimes cease to be a partisan. 

One thing is clear, that a man may speak very well in 
the House of Commons and fail very completely in the 
House of Lords. There are two distinct styles requisite : 
I intend, in the course of my career, if I have time, to give 
a specimen of both. Li the Lower House Don Juan may 
perhaps be our model ; in the Upper House, Paradise 
Lost. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

KTrnDio was taJkcd uf ia TorkAliii-o but Mr. Arandcl 
Dacre's speech. All the world flocked to C&slle Dacre to 
compliment and to coogratalat^ ; mid lu iiDiversal bc^ 
was expressed that he might como ia t'nr the conn^, if 
indeed the saccess of Lis eioqnence did not enable hla 
uncle to pre-occapy that lionoor. Even the c&lm Ur. 
Dacre shared the general elation, and told the Doke of St. 
Jamea regularly cvety day that it was all owing to him. 
May Docre wan enthusiastic ; but her gratitude to him waa 
eynonjnions witli her love ibr Arundel, and valoed accord- 
inglj. The Duke, hotvuvcr, fult that he bod acted at oncA 
magnanimotialy, geueroualy, and wiaelj". Tlie coDsdoua- 
nesM of a noble action ia itetlf ennobling. His spirit 
expanded with the exciting eflccts which bia conduct htA 
produced ; and Ito felt consolation under ail his taiattj 
from the conriction that he had now claims to be remem- 
bered, and perhaps regarded, when he was no more among 
them. 

The Bill' went Bwimmingly through the Commons, the 
majority of two gradually swelling inio eleven ; and tb* 
important night in tlio Lords waa at band. 

'Lord Fttnlconcourt writes,' said Mr. Dacrc, 'that they 
expect only thirty-eight against na." 

' Ah ! that terrible House of Lords ! ' said Misa Dacrc. 
' Lot tts see : when does it come on, the day after to-mor- 
row ? Scarcely forty-eight bonrs and all wid be over, and 
we ahall be jnat whore we were. Tou and your friends 
manage very badly in your House," she added, addressing 
herself (o the Duke. 

' I do all I can,' said his Grace, smiling. ' Burlington 
has my prosy.' 

* That is exactly what I complain of On such an occa- 
sion, there should be no proxies. Personal attendance 
would indicate a keener interest in the result. Ah I it I 
wen) Duke of St. James for one night ! ' 

' Ah I that you would be Duchess of St. James !' Uionght 
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the Duke ; bat a despairmg lover has no heart for jokes, 
and 80 he did not give utterance to the wish. He felt a 
little agitated, and caught Mary Dacre's eye. She smiled, 
and slightly blushed, as if she felt the awkwardness of her 
remark, though too late. 

The Duke retired early, but not to sleep. His mind was 
busied on a great deed. It was past midnight before he 
could compose his agitated feelings to repose, and by five 
o'clock he was again up. He dressed himself, and then 
put on a rough travelling coat, which, with a shawl, 
effectually disgxdsed his person ; and putting in one pocket 
a shirt, and in the other a few articles from his dressing- 
case, the Duke of St. James stole out of Castle Dacre, 
leaving a note for his host, accounting for his sudden 
departure by urgent business at Hauteville, and promising 
a return in a day or two. 

The fresh mom had fully broke. He took his hurried 
way through the long dewy grass, and, crossing the Park, 
gained the road, which, however, was not the high one. 
He had yet another hour's rapid walk, before he could reach 
his point of destination ; and when that was accomplished, 
he found himself at a small public-house, bearing for a sign 
his own arms, and situated in the high road opposite his 
own Park. He was confident that his person was unknown 
to the host, or to any of the early idlers who were lingering 
about the mail, then breakfasting. 

* Any room, guard, to London ? ' 

* Boom inside, sir : just going off.' 

The door was opened, and the Duke of St. James took 
his seat in the Edinburgh and York Mail. He had two 
companions: the first, because apparently the most im- 
portant, was a hard-featured, grey-headed gentleman, with 
a somewhat supercilious look, and a mingled air of acute- 
ness and conceit ; the other was a humble-looking widow 
in her weeds, middle-aged, and sad. These persons had 
recently roused themselves from their nocturnal slumberf?, 
and now, after the^*"* weicome meal and hurried toilet, 
looked as fresh as birds. 

*Well! now wo aro off,* said the gentleman. *Vorv 
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Diut, cleaiilj little honse thia, bolkb,' contiiineil be to bia 
coiiiiiauiou. 'Wlint is tlie aignV 'The Hautevilie Anna,' 



the St. Jamoi 
luu loada (f 



< Oh I UauteviUe ; tlat Is, thut 

family. Ah ! a pretty fool that yottng 

hiniaelf, by all accounta. Kit 1 sir t' 

' I hELTB reason to believe ao,' said the Duke. 

' I suppose this is hia p&rh, eh I Hem ! going to London, 
ail' 

• I am.' 

' Ah ! hem 1 Hautevilie Park, I suppose, this. Fine gtound 
wasted. What the use of parks ia, I can't aay.' 

' The place aeenia well kept ap,' said the widow. 

' So mucli the worse ; I wish it were in rains.' 

' Well, for my part,' continued tUe widow in a low voice, 
' I think a park nearly the most beantiful thing we bare. 
Foreigners, yoa know, sir ' 

' Ah ! I know what you are going to say,' observed the 
gentleman in a curt, gruffiah voice. ' It is all nonsense. 
iToreignera are fools. Don't talk to ue at beauty; a mere 
word. What is the nso of all this ? It produces about as 
much benefit to society as its owner does.' 

'And do yon think hia oiiatenoe, then, perfectly nseless?' 
asked tlio Duko, 

'To be sure, I do. So the world will, some day or 
other. We are opening our eyes litst. Mon beg^ to ask 
themselves what the use of an aristocracy is. That is tlie 
tost, air.' 

' I think it. not very difficult to demonstrate the use of 
an aristocracy,' mildly observed the Doke. 

' Pooh ! nonseaae, sir J I know what yon are going to 
say J but we have got Iseyond all that. Have you read 
this, sir 1 This article on the aristocracy in "The Screws; ' 



Lever Eei 
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'I have not, sir.' 

' Then. I advise you to make yourself was 
iiistocracy. 



articles like thia, 



of the ( 



i noblemen like the man 



who has got this park, and people will open their eyes 
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* I should think,' said his Grace, ' that the follies of the 
man who has got this park have been productive of evil 
only to himself. In fact, sir, according to your own system, 
a prodigal noble seems to be a very desirable member of 
the commonwealth and a complete leveller.' 

' We shall get rid of them all soon, sir,' said his com- 
panion, with a malignant smile. 

* I have heard that he is very young, sir,' remarked the 
widow. 

* What is that to you or me ? ' 

' Ah ! youth is a trying time. Let us hope the best ! 
He may turn out well yet, poor soul ! ' 

* I hope not. Don't talk to me of poor souls. There is 
a poor soul,' said the utilitarian, pointing to an old man 
breaking stones on the highway. * That is what I call a 
poor soul, not a young prodigal, whose life has been one 
long career of infamous debauchery.' 

* You appear to have heard much of this young noble- 
man,' said the Duke ; ' but it does not follow, sir, that you 
have heard truth.' 

* Very true, sir,' said the widow. * The world is very 
foul-mouthed. Let us hope he is not so very bad.' 

* I tell you what, my friends ; you know nothing about 
what you are talking of. I don't bpeak without foundation. 
You have not the least idea, sir, how this fellow has lived. 
Now, what I am going to tell you is a fact : I know it to 
be a fact. A very intimate friend of mine, who knows a 
person, who is a very intimate friend of an intimate friend 
of a person, who knows the Duke of St. James, told mo 
himself, that one night they had for supper : what do you 
think, ma'am ? Venison cutlets, each served up in a 
hundred pound note!' 

* Mercy ! ' exclaimed the widow. 

' And do you believe it ? ' asked the Duke. 

* Believe it ! I know it ! * 

* He is very young,' said the widow. * Youth is a very 
trying time.' 

'Nothing to do with his youth. It's the system, the 
infernal system. If that man had to work for his broad, 

V 2 
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like everjbwiy else, do you think he would dino off 
back notes P No ! to be Bare, lie wouldn't ! Tt'a the 
system." 

' Young people are very wild ! ' said the widow. 

' Pooh ! ma'am. Nonsense ! Don't talk cant. If m. 
man be properly educated, he is as capable at one-iuid- 
Iwenty of manning anything, as at any time in his life; 
moro capable. Look at the men who write " The Screw 
and Lever;" the first men in the country. Look at them. 
Not ono of age. Look at the man who wrote this 
article on the aristocracy: young Duncan Macmorrogh. 
Look at him, I say, the first man in the country by far,' 

' I never hoard his name before,' calmly observed (he 
Duke. 

' Not heard his name F Not heard of young Duncan 
Macmorrogh, the first man of the day, by far ; not heard of 
him H Go and ask the Harqaess of Sheepshead what he 
thinks of him. Go and ask Lord Two and Two what he 
thinks of him. Duncan dices with Lord Two and Two 
every week.' 

Tlic Diike smiled, and his companion proceeded. 

' Well, £^in, look at his firiends. There is young Kret 
Principles, What a head tliat fellow has got ! Here, this 
article on India is by him. He'll knock up their Charter. 
He is & clerk in the India House. Up to iho detail, you 
see. Let me read you this passage on monopolies. Then 
there is young Triboniaw Quirk. By G — , what a mind 
that fellow has got ! By G — , nothing but first principles 
will go down with those fellows ! They laugh at anything 
else. By G — , sir, they look upon the adminiRtration of 
the present day es a parcel of snctdug babos ! When I was 
last in town, Quirk told me that he would not give that 
for all the public men that ever existed ! He is keeping 
his terms at Gray's Inn, This article on a new Code is by 
him. Shows as plain as hght, that, by sticking close to 
first principles, the laws of the country might be carried in 
every man's waistcoat pocket.' 

The coach stopped, and a colloquy ensued. 

' Any room to Sell^ P ' 
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I * Outside or in P * 

* Out, to be snrc.' 

* Room inside only.' 

* WeU ! in then.' 

The door opened, and a. singularly quaint-looking per- 
sonage presented himself. He was very stiff and prim in 
his appearance ; dressed in a blue coat and scarlet waist- 
ooat^ with a rich bandana handkerchief tied very neatly 
round his neck, and a very new hat, to which his head 
seemed little habituated. 

* Sorry to disturb you, ladies and gentlemen : not exactly 
the proper place for me. Don't be alarmed. I'm always 
respectful -whereTyr I am. My rule through life is to bo 
respectfuL' 

* Well, now, in with you,' said the guard. 
' Be respectM, my friend, and don't talk so to an old 

soldier who has served his king and his country.' 
Off they went. 

' Majesty's service ? ' asked the stranger of the Duko. 
' I haye not that honour.' 

* Hum ! Lawyer, perhaps ? ' 

* Not a lawyer.' 

' Hum ! A gentleman, I suppose ? ' 
The Duke was silent; and so the stranger addressed 

himself to the anti-aristocrat, who seemed vastly annoyed 
by the intrusion of so low a personage. 

* Gk)ing to London, sir ? ' 

* I tell you what, my friend, at once ; I never answer 
impertinent questions.' 

* No offence, I hope, sir ! Sorry to offend. I'm always 
respectfuL Madam ! I hope I don't inconvenience you ; 
I should be sorry to do that. We sailors, you know, are 
always ready to accommodate the ladies.' 

* Sailor ! ' exclaimed the acute utilitarian, his curiosity 
stifling his hauteur. * Why ! just now, I thought you were 
a soldier.' 

* WoU ! so I am.' 

* Well, my friend, you are a conjuror then.' 

* No, I ayn't ; I'm a marine.' 
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' A Tery nscless person, then.' 

' What do yon moan ? ' 

' I moan to say, tbat if the sailors were properij edn- 

calcd, gQoh an amphibious corps would never have been 
foimod, and some of the most atrocious sinecnres ever tol^ 
rated wouJd consequently not have existed.' 

' Sinecoros I I never heard of him. I served under 
Lord Combermere. Maybe you have heard of him, ma'am? 
Anico man ; a bcaulifnl man. I hjivo seen him stand in a 
deld like tbat, with the shot falling about him like bail, and 
caring no more for them than peas.' 

' If that were for brai-ado,' Faid the ntilitarian, ' I think 
it a very silly thing.' 

' Bravado ! I never heard of bim. It was for his ting 
and country.' 

'Was it in India?' asked the widow. 

' In a manner, ma'am,' said the marine, very courteously. 
' At Bhurtpore, up by Pershy, and thereabouts ; the laike 
of Cashmere, where all the sbawls come from. Maybe yon 
have heard of Cashmere, ma'am ? ' 

' Who bas not heard of the lake of Cashmere ! ' hammed 
the Duke to himself. 

' Ah ! I thought so,' said the marine ; * all people know 
much the same ; for some have seen, and some have read- 
I can't read, but I have served my king and country for 
fivc-and -twenty years, and I have used my eyes.' 

' Better thou reading,' said the Duke, humouring the 
character. 

' I'll tell yon what,' said the marine, with a, knowing 
look. ' 1 suspect there is a d — d lot. of lies in your books. 
I landed in England last seventh of June, and went to sea 
St. Paul's. " This is the greatest building in the world," 
saya the man. Thinks I, " You he." I did not toll him to, 
because I am always respectful. I tell yon what, sir; 
nnyhe you think St. Paul's the greatest building in the 
world, but I tell you what, it's a lie. I have seen one 
greater. Maybe, nia'am, you think I am telling you a lie too; 
but I am not. Go and ask Captain Jones, of the 58th. I 
Mnmt with him: I give you bis name : ^o and ask Captain 
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Jones, of the 58th, if I be telling you a lie. The buildinf:: 
I mean is the palace of the Sultan Acber ; for I have served 
my king and country five-and-twenty years last seventh of 
June, and have seen strange things *; all built of precious 
stones, ma'am. What do you think of that P All built of 
precious stones ; camelian, of which you make your seals ; 
as sure as I*m a sinner saved. K I ayn*t speaking the 
truth, I am not going to Selby. Maybe you'd like to know 
why I am going to Selby ? I'll tell you what. Five-and- 
twenty years have I served my king and country last 
seventh of June. Now I begin with the beginning. I ran 
away from home when I was eighteen, you see ! and, after 
the siege of Bhurtpore, I was sittiog on a bale of silk alone, 
and I said to myself^ I'll go and see my mother. Sure as I 
am going to Selby, that's the whole. I landed in England 
last seventh of June, absent five-and-twenty years, serving 
my king and country. I sent them a letter last night. I 
put it in the post myself. Maybe I shall be there before 
my letter now.' 

' To be sure you will,' said the utilitarian ; ' what made 
you do such a silly thing ? Why, your letter is in this 
coach.' 

' Well ! I shouldn't wonder. I shall be there before my 
letter now. All nonsense, letters : my wife wrote it at 
Falmouth.' 

* You are married, then ? ' said the widow. 

' Ayn't I, though ? The sweetest cretur, madam, though 
I say it before you, that ever lived.' 

* Why did you not bring your wife with you ? ' asked the 
widow. 

* And wouldn't I be very glad to ? but she wouldn't 
come among strangers at once ; and so I have got a letter, 
which she wrote for me, to put in the post, in case they 
are glad to see me, and then she will come on.' 

'And you, I suppose, are not sorry to have a holiday?' 
said the Duke. 

* Ayn't I, though ? Ayn't I as low about leaving her as 
ever I was in my life ; and so is the poor cretur. She won't 
eat a bit of victuals till I come back, I'll be sworn ; not a 
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bit, I'll be boimd to my that ; and my self, altJioiigli I am an 
aid soldier and seired aiy king and coimtry for fire-asd- 

twenty years, and so got knocked about, and Tised to any- 
thing, aa it were, I don't know how it ig, but I always 
feel qneer whenever I am away from ber. I ehan't make 
a hearty meal till I aeo her. Somehow or other, wfaen I 
am away from her, OTerything feels dry in the throat.' 

' You aro very fond of her, I Bee,' said the Doke. 

' And onght I not to bo ? Didn't I ask her three times 
before she said yiM ? Those ai'e the wives for wear, sir. 
None of the fntit that ialls at a shaking for me ! Hasn't 
she stuck by me in every climate, and in every land I was 
in ? Not a fellow in the company had soch a wife. 
Wouldn't I throw myself off this coocb this moment, to 

give her a moment's peace ? That I would, thongh ; d 

me if I wouldn't.' 

' Hush ! hush I ' said the widow ; ' never swear. I am 
afraid yon talk too moch of yonr love,' she added, with a 
faint smile. 

' Ah ! yon don't know my wife, ma'am. Are joa mar- 
ried, sirP' 

' I have not that bappinesti,' eaid the Dnke. 

' Well, there is nothing like it ! but don't toko the fruit 
that falls at a shake. Unt this, I suppose, is Selby ? ' 

The marine took liia departure, having stayed long 
enough to raise in the yonng Duke's mind curious feelings. 

As be was plunged into reverie, and as the widow was 
silent, conversation was not resumed nnti) the coach stopped 
for dinner, 

' We stop here half-an-Lour, gentlomon,' said the guard. 
' Mrs. Burnet,' he continued, to the vridow, ' let mo hand 
jou out.' 

They entered the parlour of the inn. The Doke, who 
was ignorant of the etiquette of Uie road, did not proceed 
to the discliarge of his duties, as the youngest guest, with 
all the promptness desired by his feUow-travoUers. 

' Now, sir,' said au outside, ' I will thank you for a slice 
of that mutton, and will join yon, if you have no objection 
in a bottle of sherry.' 
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* What yon please, sir. May I have the pleasure of 
helping yon, ma'am ? ' 

After dinner the Dnke took advantage of a vacant out- 
side place. 

Tom Bawlins was the model of a guard. Young, robust, 
and gay, he had a letter, a word, or a wink for all he met. 
All seasons were the same to him ; night or day he was 
ever awake, and ever alive to all the interest of the road ; 
now joining in conversation with a passenger, shrewd, 
sensible, and respectful ; now exchanging a little elegant 
badinage with the coachman ; now bowing to a pretty girl ; 
now quizzing a passer-by ; he was off and on his seat in an 
instant, and, in the whiff of his cigar, would lock a wheel, 
or unlock a passenger. 

From him the young Duke learned that his fellow-inside 
was Mr. Duncan Macmorrogh, senior, a writer at Edin- 
buxgh, and, of course, the father of the first man of the day. 
Tom Bawlins could not tell his Grace as much about the 
principal writer in * The Screw and Lever Review ' as wo 
can ; for Tom was no patron of our periodical literature, 
farther than a police report in the Publican's Journal. 
Young Duncan Macmorrogh was a limb of the law, who 
had just brought himself into notice by a series of articles 
in * The Screw and Lever,' in which he had subjected the 
Universe piecemeal to his critical analysis. Duncan Mac- 
morrogh cut up the Creation, and got a name. His attack 
upon mountains was most violent, and proved, by its per- 
sonality, that he had come from the Lowlands. He demon- 
strated the inutility of all elevation, and declared that the 
Andes were the aristocracy of the globe. Rivers he rather 
patronised; but flowers he quite pulled to pieces, and 
proved them to be the most useless of existences. Duncan 
Macmorrogh informed us that we were quite wrong in 
supposing ourselves to be the miracle of Creation. On the 
contrary, he avowed that already there were various pieces 
of machinery of &r more importance than man ; and he 
had no doubt, in time, that a superior race would arise, got 
by a steam-engine on a spinning-jenny. 

The other * inside ' was the widow of a former curate of 
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a Northumbrian viU^c. Some fncnd had obtamod for bet 
only chad a clerkship in ft public office, and for some tiino 

tbia idol of her heart had gone on proBpering-; bat nn- 
fortanatelf, of late, Chsjles Bomet bad got into a bad 
get, was now involved in a terrible scraps, and, oa Tom 
Itawlins feared, mast lose his sitnation and go to min. 

* She was half distracted when she heard it first, poor 
creatnre ! I have known her all my life, sir. Many the 
kind vtorA and glass of ate I have had at her Louso, and 
that's what makes me feci fur her, you see. I do what I 
can to mako the journey easy to her, for it is a pall at her 
years. God bless her ! there is not a better body in this 
world J that I will say for her. When I was a hoy, I used 
to bo the playfellow in B manner with Charley Bamet: a 
gay lad, sir, as ever yon'd wish to see in a sommer's day, 
and the dovil among the girls always, and that's been the 
ruin of him ; and as open-a-hearted fellow as ever lived. 

D me I I'd walk to the land's end tc save him, if it 

w-ere only for his mother's sake, to eay nothing of himself.' 

' And can nothing be done P ' asked the Dnko. 

' Why, yoa see, be is back vi £ a. d-; and, to make it up, 
the poor body mnst sell her all, and ho won't lot ber do it, 
and wrote a letter like a prince (No room, sir), as fine a 
letter as ever you read (Hilloa, there! What! are you 
asleep?), as ever you read on a summer's day. I didn't see 
it, hut my mother told me it was as good aa o'er a one of 
the old gentleman's sermons. " Mother," said he, " mj sins 
be upon v\j own head. I can bear disgrace (How do, Mr. 
Wilkins ?), bat I cannot bear to sro you a beggar ! ' 

' Poor fellow 1 ' 

' Ay ! air, as good- a^b tar ted follow as ever you'd n 
meet!' 

' Is he involved to a great extent, think jou ? ' 

"Oh ! a long figure, sir (I say, Betty, I've got a letter 
for yon from yoor sweetlieart), a very long figure, tat 
(Here, take it [); I shonld lie soiiy (Don't blush; no mjos< 
s^Q P), I should be sorry to take two hundred pounds to 
pay it. No, I wouldn't take two hundred poaods, l^t I 
wouldn't (I say, Jacob, stop at old Bag Smith's).' 
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Night came on, and the Duke resumed his insido plaoe. 
Mr. Macmorrogh went to sleep oyer his son's article ; and 
the Dnke feigned slnmher, though he was only indulging 
in reyerie. He opened his eyes, and a light, which they 
passed, revealed the countenance of the widow. Tears were 
stealing down her face. 

*I haye no mother; I haye no one to weep for me,' 
thought the Duke ; * and yet, if I had heen in this youth's 
station, my career prohahly would haye been as fatal. Let 
me assist her. Alas ! how I haye misused my power, when, 
eyen to do this slight deed, I am obliged to hesitate, and 
consider whether it be practicable.' 

The coach again stopped for a quarter of an hour. The 
Duke had, in consideration of the indefinite period of his 
yisit, supplied himself amply with money on repairing to 
Dacre. Besides his purse, which was well stored for the 
road, he had somewhat more than three hundred pounds in 
his note-book. He took advantage of their tarrying, to 
inclose it and its contents in a sheet of paper with these 
lines: 

' An unknown friend requests Mrs. Burnet to accept this 
token of his sympathy with suffering virtue.' 

Determined to find some means to put this in her poB> 
session before their parting, he resumed his place. The 
Scotchman now prepared for his night's repose. He pro- 
duced a pillow for his back, a bag for his feet, and a cap 
for his head. Those, and a glass of brandy-and- water, in 
time produced a due effect, and he was soon fast asleep. 
Even to the widow, night brought some solace. The 
Duke alone found no repose. Unused to travelling in pub> 
lie conyeyances at night, and unprovided with any of the 
ingenious expedients of a mail coach adventurer, he felt all 
the inconveniences of an inexperienced traveller. The seat 
was unendurably hard, his back ached, his head whirled, 
the confounded sherry, slight as was his portion, had made 
him feverish, and he felt at once excited and exhausted. 
He was sad, too ; very depressed. Alone, and no longer 
surrounded with that splendour which had hitherto made 
solitude precious, life seemed stripped of all its ennobling 
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spirit, pi" energy vauisked. He repented his i 
and the impulse of the prerioiis night, which had g 
fresh power from the dewy moon, vanished. He felt alooe, 
und without a friend, and night passed without a moment's 
Blnmber, watching the driving clonda. 

The loBt fifteen milea seemed longer than the whole 
journey. At St. Alban'a he got ont, took a cup of coSim 
with Tom Rawlins, and, although the morning was raw, 
(ipain seated himself hy his side. In the first gloomy littie 
eiibarl> Iklrs. Burnet got ont. The Dnkesect Rawlina after 
her with the parcel, with peremptory instructions to leave 
it. He watched tlio widow protesting it was not hers, his 
faithful emissary appealing to the direction, and with 
delight he observed it left in her hands. They rattled into 
London, stopped in Lombard Street, reached Holbom, en- 
tered an archway; tbo coachman threw the whip and reiua 
from his now careless hands. The Dnke bade larewoll tc 
Tom Bnwiins, and was shown to a bed. 



CHArTER VIII. 



4 



Th8 retui-n of morning had in some degree dissipated tho 
gloom that had settled on the young Dute during the 
night. Sound and light made him fee! less forlorn, and for 
a moment his soul again responded to his high pnrpose. 
But now he was to seek nece.ssaiy repose. In vain. His 
heated finme and anxioTis mind were alike restless. He 
turned, he tossed in his bed, hot he could not banish from 
his ear the whirling sound of his lato conTpyance, the snore 
of Mr. Maomorrogh, and the voice of Tom Rawlins. Ho 
kept dwelling on eveiy petty incident of his jonmoy, and 
repeating in his mind every petty saying. His determina^ 
tion to slumber made him creu less sleepy. Conaoions that 
repose was absolutely necessary to the pcrionnanoe of hig 
task, and dreading that the boon was now unattainable, ha 
became each moment more feverish and more nervous ; a 
crowd of half- formod iduas and images flitted over his heated- 
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brain. Failure, misery, May Dacre, Tom Rawlins, boiled 
beef, Mrs. Bnmet, the aristocracy, mountains and the 
marine, and the tower of St. Alban's cathedral, hurried 
along in infinite confusion. But there is nothing like ex- 
perience. In a state of distraction, he remembered the 
hopeless but refreshing sleep he had gained after his fatal 
adyentore at Brighton. He jumped out of bed, and threw 
himself on the floor, and in a few minutes, from the same 
cause, his excited senses subsided into slumber. 

He awoke; the sun was shining through his rough 
shutter. It was noon. He jumped up, rang the bell, and 
asked for a bath. The chambermaid did not seem exactly 
to comprehend his meaning, but said she would speak to 
the waiter. He was the first gentleman who ever had 
asked for a bath at the Dragon with Two Tails. The 
waiter informed him that he might get a bath, he believed, 
at the Hummums. The Duke dressed, and to the Hum- 
mums he then took his way. As he was leaving the yard, 
he was followed by an ostler, who, in a voice musically 
hoarse, thus addressed him : 

* Have you seen mississ, sir ? ' 

* Do you mean me ? No, I have not seen your mississ ;' 
and the Duke proceeded. 

^ Sir, sir,' said the ostler, running after him, ' I think 
you said you had not seen mississ ? * 

* You think right,' said the Duke, astonished ; and again 
he walked on. 

* Sir, sip,' said the pursuing ostler, * I don't think you 
have got any luggage ? ' 

* Oh ! I beg your pardon,' said the Duke ; ' I see it. I 
am in your debt ; but I meant to return.' 

* No doubt on*t, sir ; but when gemmen don't have no 
luggage, they sees mississ before they go, sir.' 

* Well, what am I in your debt ? I can pay you here.* 

* Five shillings, sir.' 

' Here! ' said the Duke; 'and tell me when a coach leaves 
this place to-morrow for Yorkshire.' 

* Half-past six o'clock in the morning precisely,' said the 
ostler. 




* Well, my good Tcllow, I depend upon your secnring mo 
a picvce i and tbat is for yonrself,' added his Grace, throw- 
ing him a sovereign. ' Now, mind ; I depend npon yon.' 

The man stared as if he bad been snddenly taken into 
partnership with missisB ; at length be found his ton^e. 

' Tonr honour may depend npon me. Where wonld yon 
like to sit ? In or oat p Back to yonr horses, or the 
front ? Get yon the box if yon like. Where's your great 
coat, sir ? I'll brash it for yoa.' 

The bath sjid the bretilditst brought onr horo round a. 
good deal, and at half-past two ho stole to a solitary part 
of St. James's Park, to atretoh liis legs and collect hia 
senses. We must bow let our rcadei's into a secret, ■which 
perhaps they have already nnrBvelled. The Dnka had 
hurried to London with tho determinatioD, not only of at- 
tending the debate, hnt of participating in it. Hia Grace 
was no politician J but tho question at issne was one simple 
in its nature and so domestic in its spirit, that few men 
conld have arrived at his period of life without having 
heard its merits, both too often and too amply discaasod. 
He waa master of all the points of intorest, and he hod sol'- 
ficiunt confidence in himself to believe that he could do 
them justice. He walked np and down, conning over in 
his mind not only the remarks which ho int^^nded lo make, 
but tho very language in Which he meant to offer theni. As 
be formed sentences, almost for the first time, his coura^'u 
and bis fancy alike warmed: bisaangnine epint symjmthisod 
with the nobility of tho imaginary acene, and inspirited the 
intonations of hia modulated voire. 

About fonr o'clock he repaired to the House. Walking 
up one of tho passages hia progress waa stopped by the 
back of an individual bowing with great civility to a 
patronising peer, and my-lording him with painful repeti- 
tion. The nobleman was Lord Fitz-pompey ; the bowing 
gentleman, Mr. Duncan Macmorrogh, iiie anti-ariatocrat, 
and father of the first man of the day. 

'George 1 is it possible ! ' exclaimed Lord Fiti-pompoy. 
'I will speak to yoa in tlie House,' said the Duke, paetnng 
on, and bowing to Mr. Duncan Macmorrogh- 
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He recalled his proxy from the Duke of Burlington, and 
acoonnted for his presence to many astonished friends hy 
being on his way to the Continent ; and, passing throngh 
London, thought he might as well be present, particularly 
as he was about to reside for some time in Catholic coun- 
tries. It was the last compliment that he could pay his 
future host. ' GKye me a pinch of snuff.' 

The debate began. Don't be alarmed. I shall not 
describe it. Mye or six peers had spoken, and one of tho 
ministers had just sat down when the Duke of St. James 
rose. He was extremely nervous, but he repeated to him- 
self the name of May Dacre for the hundi*edth time, and 
proceeded. He was nearly commencing ' May Dacre ' in- 
stead of * My Lords,' but he escaped this blunder. For the 
first five or ten minutes he spoke in almost as cold and 
lifeless a style as when he echoed the King's speech ; but 
he was young and seldom troubled them, and was listened 
to therefore with indulgence. The Duke warmed, and a 
courteous * hear, hear,' frequently sounded ; the Duke be- 
came totally free from embarrassment, and spoke with 
eloquence and energy. A cheer, a stranger in the House 
of Lords, rewarded and encouraged him. As an Lish land- 
lord, his sincerity could not be disbelieved when he ex- 
pressed his conviction of the safety of emancipation ; but it 
was as an English proprietor and British noble that it was 
evident that his Ghrace felt most keenly upon this impoi*tant 
measure. He described with power the peculiar injustice 
of the situation of the English Catholics. He professed to 
feel keenly upon this subject, because his native county 
had made him well acquainted with the temper of this 
class ; he painted in glowing terms the loyalty, the wealth, 
the influence, the noble virtues of his Catholic neighbours ; 
and he closed a speech of an hour's duration, in which he 
had shown that a worn subject was susceptible of novel 
treatment, and novel interest, amid loud and general cheers. 
The Lords gathered round him, and many personally con- 
gratulated him upon his distinguished success. The debate 
took its course. At three o'clock the pro-Catholics found 
themselves in a minority, but a minority in which the 
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prescient might have well discovered the herald of fature 
jnstice. The speech of the Duke of St. James was the 
speech of the night. 

The Duke walked into White's. It was crowded. The 
first man who welcomed him was Annesley. He congratu- 
lated the Duke with a warmth for which the world did not 
give him credit. 

* I assure yon, mj dear St. James, that I am one of the 
few people whom this display has not surprised. I have 
long observed that yon were formed for something better 
than mere frivolity. And between ourselves I am sick of 
it. Don't be surprised if yon hear that I go to Algiers. 
Depend npon it that I am on the point of doing something 
dreadful.' 

* Sup with me, St. James,' said Lord Sqnib ; * I will ask 
O'Connell to meet yon.' 

Lord Fitz-pompey and Lord Darrell were profnse in con- 
gratulations ; bnt he broke away from them to welcome the 
man who now advanced. He was one of whom he never 
thought without a shudder, but whom, for all that, he 
greatly liked. 

* My dear Duke of St. James,' said Arundel Dacre, * how 
ashamed I am that this is the first time I have personally 
thanked you for all your goodness ! ' 

* My dear Dacre, I have to thank you for proving for the 
first time to the world that I was not without discrimi- 
nation.* 

' No, no,' said Dacre, gaily and easily ; ^ all the congra. 
tulations and all the compliments to-night shall be for you. 
Believe me, my dear friend, I share your triumph.' 

They shook hands with eamestnees. 

* May will read your speech with exultation,' said Arun- 
del. * I think we must thank her for making you an 
orator.' 

The Duke faintly smiled and shook his head. 

'And how are all our Yorkshire friends?' continued 
ArundeL *I am disappointed again in getting down to 
them ; but I hope in the course of the month to pay them 
a visit.' 
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' I shall see them in a day or two/ said the Duke. ^ I 
pay Mr. Dacre one more visit before mj departure from 
England.' 

^ Are you then indeed going ? ' asked Arundel, in a kind 
Toice. 

* For ever.' 

* Nay, nay, ever is a strong word.' 
'It becomes then my feelings. However, we will not 

talk of this. Can I bear any letter for you ? ' 

* I have just written,* replied Arundel, in a gloomy voice, 
and with a changing countenance, * and therefore will not 
trouble you. And yet ' 

*Wliat!' 

* And yet the letter is an important letter : to me. The 
post, to be sure, never does miss; but if it were not 
troubling your Grace too much, I almost would ask you to 
be its bearer.' 

* It will be there as soon,' said the Duke, ' for I shall be 
off in an hour.' 

' I will take it out of the box then,' said Arundel ; and 
he fetched it. ' Here is the letter,' said he on his return : 
* pardon me if I impress upon you its importance. Excuse 
this emotion, but, indeed, this letter decides my fate. My 
happiness for life is dependent on its reception ! ' 

He spoke with an air and voice of agitation. 

The Duke received the letter in a manner scarcely less 
disturbed ; and with a hope that they might meet before 
his departure, faintly murmured by one party, and scarcely 
responded to by the other, they parted. 

' Well, now,' said the Duke, * the farce is complete ; and i 
I have come to London to be the bearer of his offered 
heart ! I like this, now. Is there a more contemptible, a ; 
more ludicrous, absolutely ludicrous ass than myself? Fear | 
not for its delivery, most religiously shall it be consigned ! 
to the hand of its owner. The fellow has paid a compli- ' 
ment to my honour or my simplicity : I fear the last, and 
really I feel rather proud. But away with these feelings ! ' 

Have I not seen her in his arms ? Pah ! Thank God ! I * 

I 

X 
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spoke. At least, I die in a blaze. Even Anneslej does 
not think me quite a fool. O, May- Dacre, May Dacre ! if 
yon were but mine, I should be the happiest fellow that 
over breathed ! ' 

He breakfasted, and then took his way to the Dragon 
with Two Tails. The morning was bright, and fresh, and 
beautiful, even in London. Joy came upon his heart, in 
spite of all his loneliness, and he was glad and sanguine. 
He arrived just in time. The coach was about to start. 
The faithful ostler was there with his great coat, and the 
Duke found that he had three fellow-passengers. They 
were lawyers, and talked for the first two hours of nothing 
but the case respecting which they were going down into the 
country. At Wobum, a despatch arrived with the news- 
papers. All purchased one, and the Duke among the rest. 
He was well reported, and could now sympathise with, 
instead of smile at, the anxiety of Lord Darrell. 

' The young Duke of St. James seems to have distin- 
guished himself very much,* said the first lawyer. 

* So I observe,* said the second one. * The leading article 
calls our attention to his speech as the most brilliant 
delivered.* 

* [ am surprised,' said the third. * I thought he was 
quite a difierent sort of person.* 

' By no means,' said the first: 'I have always had a 
high opinion of him. I am not one of those who think the 
worse of a young man because he is a little wild.' 

* Nor I,' said the second. * Young blood, you know, is 
young blood.' 

* A very intimate friend of mine, who knows the Duke of 
St. James well, once told me,' rejoined the first, ' that I 
was quite mistaken about him ; that he was a person of no 
common talents ; well read, quite a man of the world, and 
a good deal of wit, too ; and let me tell you that in these 
days wit is no common thing.' 

* Certainly not,' said the third. * We have no wit now.* 

' And a kind-hearted, generous fellow,' continued the first, 
* and very unaffected.' 

* I can't bear an afiected man,' said the second, without 
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looking off his paper. ' He seems to have made a very fine 
Hpeech indeed.' 

' I shonld not wonder at his turning out something great,' 
said the third. 

* I have no donbt of it,' said the second. 

* Many of these wild fellows do.' 

^ He is not so wild as we think,' said the first. 
' Bat he is done up,' said the second. 

* Is he indeed P ' said the third. * Perhaps by making a 
speech he wants a place ? ' 

* People don't make speeches for nothing,' said the third. 

* I shonldn't wonder if he is afler a place in the Hoose- 
hold,' said the second. 

* Depend npon it, he looks to something more active,' 
said the first. 

' Perhaps he would like to be head of the Admiralty ? ' 
naid the second. 

* Or the Treasury ? ' said the third. 

* That is impossible ! ' said the first. * He is too young.' 
' He is as old as Pitt,' said the third. 

* I hope he will resemble him in nothing but his age, 
then,' said the first. 

^ I look upon Pitt as the first man that ever lived,' said 
the third. 

* What ! ' said the first. * The man who worked up the 
National Debt to nearly eight hundred millions ! ' 

* What of that ? ' said the third. • I look upon the Na- 
tional Debt as the source of all our prosperity.' 

' The source of all our taxes, you mean.' 

' What is the harm of taxes ? ' 

*The harm is, that you will soon have no trade; and 
when you have no trade, you will have no duties ; and 
when you have no duties, you will have no dividends ; and 
when you have no dividends, you will have no law ; and 
then, where is your source of prosperity? ' said the first. 

But here the coach stopped, and the Duke got out for an 
hour. 

By midnight they had reached a town not more than 
thirty miles firom Dacre. The Duke was quite exhausted, 

X 2 
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and detcrminod to stop. In half an honr he enjoyed that 
deep, dreamless slnmber, with which no Inxorj can com* 
pete. One mnst have passed restless nights for jenn^ to 
be able to appreciate the value of sonnd sleep. 



CHAPTER IX. 



Hb rose early, and managed to reach Dacre at the break 
fast hour of the fieimily. He discharged his chaise at iiie 
Park gate, and entered the honse nnseen. He took his way 
along a corridor lined with plants, which led to the small 
and favourite room in which the morning meetings of May 
and himself always took place when they were alone. As 
he lightly stepped along, he heard a voice that he could not 
mistake, as it were in animated converse. Agitated by 
Rounds which ever created in him emotion, for a moment 
he paused. He starts, his eye sparkles with strange delight, 
a flush comes over his panting features, half of modesty, 
half of triumph. He listens to his own speech firom the 
lips of the woman he loves. She is reading to her &ther 
with melodious energy the passage in which he describes 
the high qualities of his Catholic neighbours. The intona- 
tions of the voice indicate the deep sympathy of the reader. 
She ceases. He hears the admiring exclamation of his host. 
He rallies his strength, he advances, he stands before them. 
She utters almost a shriek of delightful surprise as she 
welcomes him. 

How much there was to say ! how much to ask ! how 
much to answer ! Even Mr. Dacre poured forth questions 
like a boy. But May : she could not speak, but leant 
forward in her chair with an eager ear, and a look of con- 
gratulation, that rewarded him for all his exertion. Every- 
thing was to be told. How he went ; whether he slept in 
the mail ; where he went ; what he did ; whom he saw ; 
what they said ; what they thought ; all must be answered. 
Then fresh exclamations of wonder, delight, and triumph. 
The Duke forgot everything but his love, and fbr three 
hours felt the happiest of men. 
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At length Mr. Dacre rose and looked at his watch with 
a shaking head. ' I have a most important appointment,' 
said he, ' and I mnst gallop to keep it. Grod hless jou, my 
dear St. James ! I conld stay tsJking with you for ever ; 
bat yon must be utterly wearied. Now, my dear boy, go 
to bed.' 

* To bed ! ' exclaimed the Duke. * Why, Tom Eawlins 
would laugh at you ! ' 

* And who is Tom Eawlins?' 

' Ah ! I cannot tell you everything ; but assuredly I am 
not going to bed.' 

* Well, May, I leave him to your care ; but do not let 
him talk any more.' 

' Oh ! sir,' said the Duke, ' I really had forgotten. J am 
the bearer to you, sir, of a letter &om Mr. Arundel Dacre.' 
He gave it him. 

As Mr. Dacre read the communication, his countenance 
changed, and the smile which before was on his face, va- 
nished. But whether he were displeased, or only serious, 
it was impossible to ascertain, although the Duke watched 
him narrowly. At length he said, * May ! here is a letter 
from Arundel, in which you are much interested.' 

' Give it me, then, papa! ' 

' No, my love ; we must speak of this together. But I 
I am pressed for time. When I come home. Kemember.' 
He quitted the room. 

They were alone: the Duke began again talking, 
and Miss Dacre put her finger to her mouth, with a 
smile. 

* I assure you,' said he, ' I am not wearied. I slept at 

^y, and the only thing I now want is a good walk. Let 

me be your companion this morning ! ' 

' ' I was thinking of paying Nurse a visit. What say 
you?' 

* Oh I I am ready ; anywhere.' 

She ran for her bonnet, and he kissed her handkerchief, 
which she left behind, and, I believe, everything else in the 
room which bore the slightest relation to her. And then 
the recollection of Arundcrs letter came over him, and his 
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]oj fled. When she returned, he was standing before the 
fire, gloomy and dnlL 

* I fear jon are tired/ she said. 

* Not in the least.' 

*' I shall never forgive myself if all this exertion make 
you ill.' 

* Why not ? ' 

* Because, although I will not tell papa, I am sure my 
nonsense is the cause of your having gone to London.* 

* It is prohable ; for you are the cause of all that does 
not disgrace me.' He advanced, and was about to seize her 
hand ; but the accursed miniature occurred to him, and he 
repressed his feelings, almost with a groan. She, too, had 
turned away her head, and was busily engaged in tending 
a flower. 

' Because she has explicitly declared her feelings to me, 
and, sincere in that declaration, honours me by a firiend- 
ship of which alone I am unworthy, am I to persecute her 
with my dishonoured overtures — the twice rejected? No, 
no!' 

They took their way through the Park, and he soon suc- 
ceeded in re-assuming the tone that befitted their situation. 
Traits of the debate, and the debaters, which newspapers 
cfuinot convey, and which he had not yet recounted ; anec- 
dotes of Annesley and their friends, and other gossip, were 
offered for her amusement. Bat if she were amused, she 
was not lively, but singularly, unusually silent. There was 
only one point on which she seemed interested, and that 
was his speech. When he was cheered, and who particu- 
larly cheered ; who gathered round him, and what they said 
after the debate : ou all these points she was most in- 
quisitive. 

They rambled on : Nurse was quite forgotten ; and at 
length they found themselves in the beautiful valley, ren- 
dered more lovely by the ruins of the abbey. It was a 
place that the Duke could never forget, and which he ever 
avoided. He had never renewed his visit since he first gave 
vent, among its reverend ruins, to his overcharged and most 
tumultuous heart. 
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They stood in silence before the holy pile with its vault- 
ing arches and cmmbling walls, mellowed by the mild lustre 
of the declining sun. Not two years had fled since here he 
first staggered after the breaking glimpses of self-know- 
ledge, and struggled to call order from out the chaos of his 
mind. Not two years, and yet what a change had come 
over his existence ! How disonetrically opposite now were 
all his thoughts, and views, and feelings, to those which 
then controlled his fatal soul ! How capable, as he firmly 
believ^, was he now of discharging his duty to his Creator 
and his fellow-men ! and yet the boon that ought to have 
been the reward for all this self-contest, the sweet seal that 
ought to have ratified this new contract of existence, was 
wanting. 

'Ah!' he exclaimed aloud, and in a voice of anguish, 
' ah ! if I ne'er had left the walls of Dacre, how different 
might have been my lot ! ' 

A gentle but involuntary pressure reminded him of the 
companion wbom, for once in his life, he had for a moment 
forgotten. 

* I feel it is madness ; I feel it is worse than madness ; 
but must I yield without a struggle, and see my dark fate 
cover me without an effort? Oh! yes, here, even here, 
where I have wept over your contempt, even here, although 
I subject myself to renewed rejection, let, let me tell you, 
before we part, how I adore you ! ' 

She was silent ; a strange courage came over his spirit ; 
and, with a reckless boldness, and rapid voice, a misty sight, 
and total unconsciousness of all other existence, he resumed 
the words which had broken out, as if by inspiration. 

* I am not worthy of you. Who is ? I was worthless. 
I did not know it. Have not I struggled to bo pure? have 
not I sighed on my nightly pillow for your blessing ? Oh ! 
could you read my heart (and sometimes, I think, you can 
read it, for indeed, with all its faults, it is without guHe) I 
dare to hope, that you would pity me. Since we first met, 
your image has not quitted my conscience for a second. 
When you thought me least worthy ; when you thought 
me vile, or mad, oh ! by all that is sacred, I was the most 
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miserablo wretch that ever breathed, and flew to diflsqMtion, 
only for distraction ! 

' Not, not for a moment have I ceased to think you the 
best, the most beantifol, the most enchanting and endear- 
ing creature that ever graced our earth. Even when I first 
dared to whisper my insolent affection, believe me, even 
then, your presence controlled my spirit as no other woman 
had. I bent to yon then in pride and power. The station 
that I could then offer you was not utterly unworthy of 
your perfection. I am now a beggar, or, worse, an insolvent 
noble, and dare I, dare I to ask you to share the fortunes 
that are broken, and the existence that is obscuseP' 

She turned ; her arm fell over his shoulder ; she buried 
her head in his breast. 



CHAPTER X. 



Mr. Dacbe returned home with an excellent appetite, and 
almost as keen a desire to renew his conversation with his 
guest ; but dinner and the Duke were neither to be com- 
manded. Miss Dacre also could not be found. No infor- 
mation could be obtained of them from any quarter. It 
WM nearly seven o'clock, the hour of dinner. That moal, 
somewhat to Mr. Dacre's regret, was postponed for half an 
hour, servants were sent out, and the bell was rung, but no 
tidings. Mr. Dacre was a little annoyed and more alarmed ; 
he was also hungry, and at half-past s^ven he sat down to 
a solitary meal. 

About a quarter-past eight, a figure rapped at the 
dining-room window: it was the young Duke. The fat 
butler seemed astonished, not to say shocked, at this 
violation of etiquette ; nevertheless, he slowly opened the 
window. 

* Anything the matter, George ? Where is May ? ' 

* Nothing. We lost our way. That is alL May — ^Miss 
Dacre desired me to say, that she would not join us at 
dinner.* 
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* I am sure, sometbing has happened.' 

* I assure yon, mj dear sir, nothing, nothing at all the 
least unpleasant, but we took the wrong taming. All mj 
feiult.' 

' Shall I send for the sonp ? ' 

*No. I am not hnngiy, I will take some wine.' So 
saying, his Grace poured out a tumbler of claret. 

* Shall I take your Grace's hat ? ' asked the fat butler. 

* Dear me ! have I my hat on ? ' 

This was not the only evidence afforded by our hero's 
conduct that his presence of mind had slightly deserted 
him. He was soon buried in a deep reverie, and sat with 
a full plate, but idle knife and fork before him, a perfect 
puzzle to the fat butler, who had hitherto considered his 
Grace the very pink of propriety. 

' Gborge, you have eaten no dinner,' said Mr. Dacre. 

* Thank you, a very good one indeed, a remarkably good 
dinner. GKve me some red wine, if you please.' 

At leng^ they were left alone. 

' I have some good news for you, George.' 

'Indeed.' 

' I think I have let Eosomount.' 

•So!' 

' And exactly to the kind of person that you wanted, a 
man who will take a pride, alUiough merely a tenant, in 
not permitting his poor neighbours to feel the wa/iit of a 
landlord. You will never guess : Lord Mildmay ! ' 

* What did you say of Lord Mildmay, sir ? ' 

' My dear fellow, your wits are wool-gathering ; I say I 
think I have let Eosemount.' 

' Oh ! I have changed my mind about letting Bose- 
mount.' 

* My dear Duke, there is no trouble which I will grudge, 
to further your interests ; but really I must beg, in ftiture, 
that you will, at least, apprise me when you change your 
mind. There is nothing, as we have both agreed, more 
desirable than to find an eligible tenant for Bosemount. 
You never can expect to have a more beneficial one than 
Lord Mildmay; and really, unless you have positively 
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promised the place to another person (which, ezeosa 
me for sayinfTf yon were not anthorised to do) I most 
insist, after what has passed, npon his haying the pre- 
ference.' 

* Mj dear sir, I only changed my mind this afternoon : 
I couldn't tell yon before. I have promised it to no one ; 
but I think of living there myself.' 

' Yourself ! Oh ! if that be the case, I shall be qnite 
reconciled to the disappointment of Lord Mildmay. Bnt 
what in the name of goodness, my dear fellow, has produced 
this wonderful revolution in aU your plans in the course of 
a few hours ? I thought you were going to mope away 
life on the Lake of Gleneva, or dawdle it away in Florence 
or Rome.' 

* It is very odd, sir. I can hardly believe it myself : and 
yet it must be true. I hear her voice even at this moment. 
Oh ! my dear Mr. Dacre, I am the happiest fellow that 
ever breathed ! * 

' What is all this ? ' 

' Is it possible, my dear sir, that you have not long before 
detected the feelings I ventured to entertain for your daugh- 
ter ? In a word, she requires only your sanction to my 
beinj^ the most fortunate of men.' 

* My dear friend, my dear, dear boy ! * cried Mr. Dacre, 
rising from his chair and embracing him, ' it is out of the 
power of man to impart to me any event which oonld 
afford me such exquisite pleasure ! Indeed, indeed, it is 
to me most surprising ! for I had been induced to suspect, 
George, that some explanation had passed between you and 
May, which, while it accounted for your mutual esteem, 
gave little hope of a stronger sentiment.' 

* I believe, sir,' said the young Duke, with a smile, * I 
was obstinate.' 

' Well, this changes all our plans. I have intended, for 
this fortnight past, to speak to you finally on your aJSairs. 
No better time than the present ; and, in the first 
place ' 

But, really, this interview is confidential. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

Thit come not: it ia late. Ho is already telling all! 
She relapses into her sweet reverie. Her thought fixes on 
no sabject ; her mind is intent on no idea ; her soul is 
melted into dreamy delight; her only consciousness is 
perfect bliss ! Sweet sounds still echo in her ear, and still 
her pure pulse beats, from the first embrace of passion. 

The door opens, and her father enters, leaning upon the 
arm of her beloved. Yes, he has told all ! Mr. Dacre ap- 
proached, and, bending down, pressed the lips of his child. 
It was the seal to their plighted faith, and told, without 
speech, that the blessing of a parent mingled with the 
TOWS of a lover! No other intimation was at present 
necessary ; but she, the daughter, thought now only of her 
father, that friend of her long life, whose love had ne'er 
been wanting : was she about to leave him ? She arose, 
she threw her arms around his neck and wept. 

The young Duke walked away, that his presence might 
not control the full expression of her hallowed soul. ' This 
jewel is mine,' was his thought ; ' what, what have I done 
to be so blessed ? ' 

In a few minutes he again joined them, and was seated 
by her side ; and Mr. Dacre considerately remembered that 
he wished to see his steward, and they were left alone. 
Their eyes meet, and their soft looks tell that they were 
thinking of each other. His arm steals round the back 
of her chair, and with his other hand ho gently captures 
hers. 

First love, first love ! how many a glowing bard has 
ming thy beauties ! How many a poor devil of a prosing 
novelist, like myself, has echoed all our superiors, the 
poets, teach us ! No doubt, thou rosy god of young Desire, 
thou art a most bewitching little demon ; and yet, for my 
part, give me last love. 

Ask a man which turned out best, the first horse he 
bought, or the one he now canters on ? Ask — but in short 
there is nothing in which knowledge is more important 
and expenence more valuable than in love. When we first 
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love, wo ore enamoured of onr own iinugioationa. Oni 
thonghta are high, our feelings rise from oni the deepest 
caves of the tumultuous tide of our falJ life. We look 
aroand for one to share our exquisitv existence, and sanodfy 

the beauties of our being. 

But those beauties are only iu our thoughts. We feol 
like heroes, when ne are but Ixiya. Yet our mistress moat 
benr a relation, nut to ourselves, bat to our imaginatioii. 
She must be a real heroine, while oar perfeution is but 
ideal. And the quick and dangerous fancy of our race 
will, at first, rise to the pitch. She is all we can concave, 
Mild and pure as youthful priests, we bow down beforeonr 
all.ar. But the idol to which we breathe our warm and 
gushing vows, and bend our eager knees, all its power, 
does it not exist only in our idea; all its beaaty, is it not 
the creation of our excited fancy? And then the sweetest 
of superstitions euds. The long delusion bursts, and we 
are left like mon upon a heath when fairies vanish ; cold 
and dreary, gloomy, bitter, hareb, existence seems a 
blunder. 

But jnst when we are most miserBhlc, and cureo the 
poet's cunning and our own coTiceits, there lights upon onr 
path, just like a my fresh frum the sun, some sparkling 
child of h'ght, tliat makes us think we are premature, at 
least, in our resolves. Yet we are determined not to be 
taken in, and try her well in all the points in which the 
others failed. One by one, her eharms steal on our wamuug 
Boul, as, one by one, those of the other beauty sudly stole 
away, and then we bless our stars, and feel quite sure that 
we have found perfection in a petticoat. 

But our Duke — where are we ? He had read woman 
thoroughly, and consequently knew how to value the virgin 
p^es on which his thoughts now fixed. He and Maj 
Dacre wandered in the woods, and nature seemed to them 
more beantiful from their beautiful loves. They giuted 
upon the sky ; a brighter light fell o'er the luminous earth. 
Sweeter to them the fragrance of the sweetest flowers, and 
a more balmy breath brought on the auiversa] promino of 
the opening year. 
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They wandered in the woods, and thero tliey breathed 
their mntnal adoration. She to him was all in all, and he 
to her was like a new divinity. She poured forth all that 
she long had felt, and scarcely could suppress. From the 
moment he tore her from the insulter*s arms, his image 
fixed in her heart, and the struggle which she experienced 
to repel his renewed vows was g^at indeed. When she 
heard of his misfortunes, she had wept ; but it was the 
strange delight she experienced when his letter arrived to 
her father that first convinced her how irrevocably her 
mind was his. 

And now she does not cease to blame herself for all her 
past obduracy ; now she will not for a moment yield that 
he could have been ever anything but all that was pure, 
and beautiful, and good. 



CHAPTER XII. 



But although we are in love, business must not be utterly 
neglected, and Mr. Dacre insisted that the young Duke 
should for one morning cease to wander in his park, and 
listen to the result of his exertions during the last three 
months. His Grace listened. Bents had not risen, but it 
was hoped that they had seen their worst ; the railroad 
had been successfully opposed ; and coals had improved. 
The London mansion and the Alhambra had both been 
disposed of, and well : the first to the new French Am- 
bassador, and the second to a grey-headed stock-jobber, 
very rich, who, having no society, determined to make soH- 
tude amusing. The proceeds of these sales, together with 
sundry sums obtained by converting into cash the stud, the 
furniture, and the bijouteriey produced a most respectable 
fund, which nearly paid off the annoying miscellaneous 
debts. For the rest, Mr. Dacre, while he agreed that it 
was on the whole advisable that the buildings should be 
completed, determined that none of the estates should be 
sold, or even mortgaged. His plan was to procrastinate 
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the termination of these undertakings, and to albw etch 
year itself to afford the necessary supplies. By annually 
setting aside one hundred thousand pounds, in seven or 
eight years he hoped to find everything completed and all 
debts cleared. He did not think that the extravagance d 
the Duke could justify any diminution in the sum which 
had hitherto been apportioned for the maintenance of the 
Irish establishments ; but he was of opinion that the de- 
creased portion which they, as well as the western eetateSi 
now afforded to the total income, was a sufficient reason. 
Fourteen thousand a-year were consequently allotted to 
Ireland, and seven to Pen Bronnock. There remained to 
the Duke about thirty thousand per annum; but then 
Hauteville was to be kept up with this. Mr. Dacre pro- 
posed that the young people should reside at Bosemounti 
and that consequently they might form their establishment 
from the Castle, without reducing their Yorkshire appoint- 
ments, and avail themselves, without any obligation, or 
even the opportunity, of great expenses, of all the advan- 
tages afforded by the necessary expenditure. Finally, Mr. 
Dacre presented his son with his town mansion and furni- 
ture ; and as the young Duke insisted that the settlements 
upon her Grace should be prepared in full reference to his 
inherited and future income, this generous &ther at once 
made over to him the great bulk of his personal properly 
amounting to upwards of a hundred thousand pounds, a 
little ready money, of which he knew the value. 

The Duke of St. James had duly informed his uncle, the 
Earl of Fitz-pompey, of the intended change in his condi- 
tion, and in answer received the following letter : — 

* Pitz-pompey Hall, May, 18 — . 

* Mt dear George, — Yoiir letter did not give us so much 
surprise as you expected ; but I assure you it gave us aa 
much pleasure. You have shown youi* wisdom and your 
taste in your choice ; and I am free to confess that I am 
acquainted with no one more worthy of the station which 
the Duchess of St. James must always fill in society, 
and more calculated to maintain the dignity of your 
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fionilj, tlian the lady whom yon are about to introduoe to 
us as our niece. Believe me, my dear George, that the 
iiotification of this agreeable event has occasioned even 
additional gratification both to yonr annt and to myself, 
from the reflection that yon are about to ally yourself with 
a family in whose welfare we must ever take an especial 
interest, and whom we may in a manner look upon as our own 
relatives. For, my dear George, in answer to your flatter- 
ing and most pleasing communication, it is my truly agree- 
able duty to inform you (and, beb'eve me, you are the first 
person out of our immediate family to whom this intelli- 
gence is made known) that our Caroline, in whose happi- 
ness we are well assured you take a lively uiterest, is about 
to be united to one who may now be described as your near 
relative, namely, Mr. Arundel Dacre. 

' It has been a long attachment, though for a considerable 
time, I confess, unknown to us ; and indeed at first sight, 
with Caroline's rank and other advantages, it may not ap- 
pear, in a mere worldly point of view, so desirable a con- 
nection as some perhaps might expect. And to be quite 
confidential, both your aunt and myself were at first a little 
disinclined (great as our esteem and regard have ever been 
for him) a Httle disinclined, I say, to the union. But 
Dacre is certainly the most rising man of the day. In 
point of fianily, he is second to none ; and his uncle has 
indeed behaved in the most truly liberal manner. I assure 
yon, he considers him as a son ; and even if there were no 
other inducement, the mere fact of your connection with 
the &mily would alone not only reconcile, but, so to say, 
make us perfectly satisfied with the arrangement. It is un- 
necessary to speak to you of the antiquity of the Dacres. 
Arundel wiU ultimately be one of the richest Commoners, 
and I think it is not too bold to anticipate, taking into 
consideration the family into which he marries, and above 
all, his connection with you, that we may finally succeed in 
having him called up to us. You are of course aware that 
tlriere was once a barony in the family. 

* Everybody talks of your speech. I assure you, although 
I ever gave you credit for uncommon talents, I was 
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Batonislicd. So yoo are to have the vacant ribbon ! Why 
did jon not tell me? I tenrnt it to-dfly, from Lord Bobble- 
shim. Bat we most not quarrel with mon ia love for not 
communicating. 

* You ask mo for news of all your old friends. Ton of 
coQTBe saw the death of old Acneslcy. The new Lord took 
his seat yesterday ; he was introduced by Lord Bloorawiy. 
I was not surprised to hear in the evening that he was 
about to be married to Lady Charlotte, though the world 
nfl'ect to be astonished. I should 7iot forget to say that 
Lord Annesley asked most particularly after yon. For him, 
quite warm, I assure yon. 

The oddest thing has happeneil to ynnr friend, Tjord 
Squib. Old Colonel Carlisle is dead, and has lefl; bis whole 
forinne, some say half a million, to the oddest person, 
merely beconsB she had the repntation of being hia danghter. 
Quite an odd person, you understand me : Mrs. Montfbrt> 
St. Maurice saya you know hor; but we must not talk of 
these tilings now. Well, Squib is going to be married to 
her. He says that he knows all his old friends will cnli 
him when they are married, and so he b determined b> 
give them an excuse. I understand she ia a very fine 
woman. He talks of living at Borne and Floreoce for a 
year or two. 

' Lord Darrell ia about to marry Harriet Wrekin ; and 
between ourselves (but don't let this go any further at 
present) I have very little donbt that yonng Pococnronte 
will shortly be nnitcd to Isabel. Connected as we are vritb 
the Shropshires, these excellent alliances are gratiffiog. 

' I see very little of Lucina Grafton. He seems ill. I 
uncleTstaad, for certain, that her Ladyship opposes the 
divorce. On dit, she has got hold of some lelters, throngh 
the treachery of her sonbrette, whom he supposed quite 
bis creature, and that your friend ia rather taken in. But 
I should not think this true. People tslk very loosely. 
There waa a gay party at Mrs. Dallington'stheotber nighl, 
who oskcd very kindly aft^ir you. 

' I think 1 have now written you a very long letter. 1 
once more congratulate yon on your admirable seleatioa. 
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and with tlio nnited remembrance of our circle, particularly 
Caroline, who will write perhaps by this post to Miss 
Dacre, believe me, dear George, your truly affectionate 
uncle, 

* FiTZ-POMPEY.* 

* P,S. — Lord Marylebone is very unpopular, quite a brute. 
We all miss you.' 

It is not to be supposed that this letter conveyed the first 
intimation to the Duke of St. James of the most interesting 
event of which it spoke. On the contrary, he had long 
been aware of the whole affair ; but we have been too much 
engaged with his own conduct I0 find time to let the reader 
into the secret, which, like all secrets, it is to be hoped 
was no secret. Next to gaining the affections of May 
Dacre, it was impossible for any event to occur more de- 
lightful to our hero than the present. His heart had often 
misgiven him when he had thought of Caroline. Now she 
was happy, and not only happy, but connected with him 
for life, just as he wished. Arundel Dacre, too, of all men 
he most wished to like, and indeed most liked. One feeling 
alone had prevented them from being bosom friends, and 
that feeling had long triumphantly vanished. 

May had been almost from the beginning the confidante 
of her cousin. In vain, however, had she beseeched him to 
entrust all to her fieither. Although he now repented his 
past feelings he could not be induced to change ; and not 
till he had entered Parliament and succeeded and gained a 
name, which would reflect honour on the family with which 
he wished to identify himself^ would he impart to his uncle 
the secret of his heart, and gain that support without which 
his great object could never have been achieved. The Duke 
of St. James, by returning him to Parhament, had been 
the unconscious cause of all his happiness, and ardently did 
he pray that his generous friend might succeed in what he 
was well aware was his secret aspiration, and that his be- 
loved cousin might yield her hand to the only man whom 
Anmdel Dacre considered worthy of her. 
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CHAPTER Xm. 

Akotser week brought aaotber letter from the Earl of 
FitB-pompoy. 

Tbk Eabl of FiTz-poaPET to thb Dckb or St. James. 
[Bead this alone.] 

•Mt dkas George, 

'I beg yon will not be ularmed by the above memoraD- 
diim, which I thought it but pntdeot to prefix. A wry 
disn^reeablo aQkir has Just taken place, and to a d^re« 
cxueediagly alarming ; bub it might have tui^ed ont much 
more distreasiog, and, on the \Thole, wo may all cougratnlate 
oarselvea nt the result. Kot to keep yon in fearful SDspanst^ 
1 beg to recal your recollection to the rmnonr which I 
noticed in loy last, of the intention of Lady Aphrodite 
Grafton to oppose the divorce, A few days back, hor 
brother Lord Wariston, with whom I was preTJoosly un- 
acquainted, called upon me by appointment, hnrin^ pre- 
viously requested n private interview. The object of his 
seeing me was no less than to submit to my inspection the 
letters by aid of which it was anticipated that the divorce 
might be sncoeaafiilly opposed. Yon will be asUranded to 
hear that these consist of a long aeries of correspondence of 
Mrs, Dallington Vere'a, developing', I am shocked to say, 
machinations of a very alarming nature, the eS'ect of which, 
my dear George, was no leas than very materially to oontrol 
your fortunes in life, and Chose of that cbarming and b^y 
admirable lady whom you have delighted as all so maoh by 
declaring to be our future relative. 

'From Uxe very delicate nature of the discloaiiros. Lord 
Wariston felt the great importance of obtwning all neces- 
sary results without making them public ; and, actuated 
by these feelings, he apphed to me, both as yoor nearest 
relative, and an acquaintance of Sir Lucins, and, as he ez- 
preased it, and I may be permitted to repeat, a« oue whose 
experience in the management of difficult and delicate ne. 
gotiations was not altogether unknown, in order that I 
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might be pat in possession of the facts of the case, advise 
and perhaps interfere for the common good. 

' Under these circumstances, and taking into considera- 
tion the extreme difficulty attendant upon a satisfactory 
arrangement of the affair, I thought fit, in confidence, to 
apply to Arundel, whose talents I consider of the first order, 
and only equalled by his prudence and calm temper. As a 
relation, too, of more than one of the parties concerned, it 
was perhaps only proper that the correspondence should be 
submitted to him. 

' I am sorry to say, my dear George, that Arundel behaved 
in a very odd manner, and not at all with that discretion 
which might have been expected both from one of his re- 
markably sober and staid disposition, and one not a little 
experienced in diplomatic life. He exhibited the most 
onequiyocal signs of his displeasure at the conduct of the 
parties principally concerned, and expressed himself in so 
vindictive a manner against one of them, that I very much 
regretted my application, and requested him to be cool. 

* He seemed to yield to my solicitations, but I regret to 
say his composure was only feigned, and the next morning 
he and Sir Lucius Grafbon met. Sir Lucius fired first-, 
without effect, but Arunders aim was more fatal, and his 
ball was lodged in the thigh of his adversary. Sir Lucius 
has only been saved by amputation ; and I need not re- 
mark to you that to such a man life on such conditions 
is scarcely desirable. All idea of a divorce is quite given 
over. The letters in question were stolen firom his cabinet 
by his valet, and given to a soubrotto of his wife, whom 
Sir Lucius considered in his interest, but who, as you see, 
betrayed him. 

* For me remained the not very agreeable office of seeing 
Mrs. Dallington Yere. I made known to her, in a manner 
as little offensive as possible, the object of my visit. The 
scene, my dear George, was trying; and I think it hard 
that the follies of a parcel of young people should really 
place me in such a distressing position. She fainted, d^c, 
and wished the letters to be given up, but Lord Waristou 
would not consent to this, though he promised to keep their 
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coiitctiU BFcrct provided slie i{uitted tbe countrjr, Sbe 
goes directly ; and I nm well aasnred, which is not tbo least 
enrprising ptirt of this strange history, that har afiairti are 
in » ntato of ^rcat diatraction. Tho relatives of her l&te 
hnfibatid are aboat again to try the will, and with prospect 
of sncccsB. She ha,s been negotiating with them for some 
time through tho agency of Sir Lucina Gmfton, and the late 
arjione will not favour her interests. 

'If anything farther happens, roy dear George, depend 
npnn my writing ; bat Arundel desirea me to say that on 
Satnrdaj he will run down to Dact-e for a few days, as be 
very much wishes to bcp you and all. With our united re- 
mombrance to Mr. and Miss Docre, 

' Ever, Diy dear George, 

' Tour very affectionate untie, 

'FlTZ-POMPET.' 

The young Duke turned with trembling' and dis^st 
from these dark terminations of nnprincipled careers; and 
these fatal evidences of tlio indulgence of unbridled passions. 
How nearly, too, bad he been shipwrecked in this moral 
whirlpool ! With what gratitude did he not invoke tha 
beneficent Providence that had not permitted the innate 
BCeda of human virtue to be blighted in his wild and neg- 
lected soul 1 With what admiration did he not gaze npoa 
the pure and beautiful being whose virtue and whose love- 
liness were the causes of bis regeneration, the sources of his 
present happiness, and tho gnarantees of bis fnturo joy ! 

Fonr years have now elapsed since the yonng DnJke of 
St. Jamea was united to May Dacre ; and it would not be 
too bold to declare, that during that period be has neror 
for an instant ceased to consider himself the happiest and 
the most fortunate of men. His hfe is passed in the agree- 
able discharge of all the im|)artant duties of liis exalted. 
station, and his present career is by lar a better answer to 
tlie lucubrations of young Duncan Mocmorrogh than all the 
abstract arguments that ever yet were ofiei-ed in favoar of 
the existence of an Aristocracy. 

Hauteville House and Hantevillc Castle proceed in regular 
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coarse. Theso magnificent dwellings will never erase 
simple and delightful Bosemount from the grateful memorj 
of the Duchess of St. James. Parliament, and in a degree 
society, invite the Duke and Duchess each year to the me- 
tropolis, and Mr. Dacre is generally their guest. Their 
most intimate and beloved friends are Arundel and his wife, 
and as Lady Caroline now heads the establishment of 
Castle Dacre, they are seldom separated. But among their 
most agreeable company is a young gentleman styled by 
courtesy Dacre, Marquess of Hauteville, and his young 
sister, who has not yet escaped from her beautiful mother's 
arms, and who bearoth the blooming title of the Lady 
May. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 

TO COUNT ALABCOa 



As there is no historical authority for the events ot 
the celebrated Ballad on which this Tragedy is founded, 
I have fixed upon the thirteenth century for the period 
of their occurrence. At that time the kingdom of 
Castillo had recently obtained that supremacy in Spain 
which led, in a subsequent age, to the political integrity 
of the country. Burgos, its capital, was a magnificent 
city i and then also arose that masterpiece of Christian 
architecture, its famous Cathedral. 

This state of comparative refinement and civilisation 
permitted the introduction of more complicated motives 
than the rude manners of the Ballad would have autho- 
rised ; while the picturesque features of the Castillian 
middle ages still flourished in full force ; the factions 
of a powerful nobility, renowned for their turbulence, 
strong passions, enormous crimes, profound superstition. 

A. 

Lomdok: Mcqft 1839. 
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The Kino of Castille. 

Count Alaecos, a Prince of the Blood. 

Count op Sidonia. 

Count of Leon. 

Prior of Burgos. 

Oran, a Moor. 

Ferdinand, a Page. 

Guzman Jaca, a Bravo. 

Graus, the Keeper of a Posada. 



SOLISA, Infanta of Castille, only child of the King. 
Florimonde, Countess Alarcos. 
Flix, a Hostess. 



Courtiers, Pages, Chamberlains, Bravos, and Priests. 



Time— the 13th Century. 
Scene — Burgos, the capital of Castille, and its vicinity. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE 1. 
A Street in Burgos ; the Cathedral in the distance. 

Enter Two Courtiers. 

1st Cour. 
Thb Prince of Hungary dismissed ? 

2nd Cour. 

Indeed 
So runs the rumour. 

1st Cour. 

Why the spousal note 
Still floats upon the air ! 

2nd Cour. 

Myself this mom 
Beheld the Infanta's entrance, as she threw. 
Proud as some bitless barb, her haughty glance 
On our assembled chiefs. 

1st Cour. 

The Prince was there ? 
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2nd Couh. 

Most royallj ; nor seemed a man more fit 
To claim a kingdom for a dower. He looked 
Our Gradian Hercules, as the advancing peers 
Their homage paid. I followed in the train 
Of Count Alarcos, with whose ancient house 
Mj fortunes long have mingled. 

1st Cour. 

'Tis the same, 
But just returned ? 

2nd Coue. 

Long banished from the Court ; 
And only favoured since the Qucen*s decease, 
His ancient foe. 

1st Cour. 

A very potent Lord ? 

2nd Cour. 

Near to the throne ; too near percliance for peace. 
You're young at Burgos, or indeed 'twere vain 
To sing Alarcos* praise, the brightest knight 
That ever waved a lance in Old Castillo. 

1st Cour. 
You followed in his train ? 

2nd Cour. 

And as we passed^ 
AVlarcos bowing to the lowest earth. 
The Infanta swooned ; and pale as yon niched saint, 
From oil the throned step, her seat of place, 
Fell in a wild and senseless agony. 

1st Couk. 
Sanettt Marin. ! and the King — 

2nd Cour. 

Uprose 
And bore her from her maidens, then broke up 
The burned Court ; indeed T know no more ; 
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For like a turning tide the crowd pressed on^ 
And scarcely could I gain the grateful air. 
Yet on the Prado*s walk came smiling hy 
The Bishop of Ossuna ; as he passed 
He clutched mj cloak, and whispered in mj ear, 
' The match is off.' 

{Enter Page.) 

IsT CouB. 
Hush ! hush ! a passenger. 

• Page. 

Most noble Cavaliers, I pray, inform me 

Where the great Count Alarcos holds his quarter. 

2nd Coub. 

In the chief square. His banner tells the roof ; 
Your pleasure with the Count, my gentle youth r 

Page. 

I were a sorry messenger to tell 

My mission to the first who asks its aim. 

2nd Coub. 
The Count Alarcos is my friend and duel 

Page. 

Then better reason I should trusty be. 
For you can bo a witness to my trust. 

Ibt Coub. 
A forward youth ! 

2nd Coub. 

A page is ever pert 

Page. 

Ay ! ever pert is youth that baffles age. 

[Exit Pagb. 
1st Coub. 
The Count is married ? 
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2nd Com. 

To a beanteous lady ; 
And blessed wich a fair race. A happj maa 
Indeed is Count Alarcos. 

[A trumpet sounds 

1st Cotjr. 

Prithee, see : 
Passes he now ^ 

2nd Coue. 

Long since. Yon banner tells 
The Count Sidonia. Let us on, and view 
The passage of his pomp. His Moorish steeds, 
They say, are very choice. 

[Exmint Two Courtiers. 



SCENE 2. 

A Chamber in the Palace of Alarcos. The Countess seated and 
working at lier tapestry; the Count jpoctn^ the Chamber, 

COUN. 

Yon are disturbed, Alarcos ? 

Alab. 

'Tis the stir 
And tumult of this mom. I am not used 
To Courts. 

COUN. 

I know not why, it is a namu 
That makes me tremble. 

Alar. 

Tremble, Florimonde, 
Why should you tremble ? 

CouN. 

Sooth I cannot say. 
Methinks the Court but little suits my kind ; 
1 loTe our quiet home. 
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Alab. ; 
Thifl is our homa. 

Couir. ' 

When yon ure hero. | 

Alar. 
I will be always here. 

Coinr. I 

Thou canst not, sweet Alarcos. Happy honrs, i 

When wo wore parted but to hear thy horn ' 

Soond in our native woods I j 

Alab. i 

Why, this is hnmoar 1 ■ 

We're courtiers now ; and we most smile and Bmirit 

COUN. j 

Ifethinks your t«ngne is gayer tban your glance. j 

The King, I hope, was gracious ? 

Were he not, ' 

Uy frown's as prompt as his. Ha was most gracious. 

CODIf. 

Somethiog has chafed thee P , 

AuB. 

What should chare mc, child, | 
And when should hearts be light, if mme be dull ? 
Is not mine exile over ? Is it tiouglit 
To breathe in the same house wUero wo were bom, 
And sleep where slept oar fathers P Should that chafu P 

Coon. 
Tct didst thou leave my side this very mom, 
And with a yow this day should ever count 
Amid thy life most happy ; when we meet 
Thy brow is clouded. 
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Alab. 

Joy is sometimes grave, 
And deepest when 'tis calm. And I am joyful. 
If it be joy, this long forbidden hall 
Once more to pace, and feel each fearless step 
Tread on a baffled foe. 

CouN. 
Hast thon still foes ? 

Alab. 

I tmst so ; I should not be what I am. 

Still less what I will be, if hate did not 

Pursue me as my shadow. Ah ! fair wife, 

Thou knowest not Burgos. Thou hast yet to fathom 

The depths of thy new world. 

CouN. 

I do recoil 
As from some unknown woe, from this same world. 
I thought we came for peace. 

Alar. 

Peace dwells within 
No lordly roof in Burgos. We have come 
For triumph. 

CouN. 

So I share thy lot, Alarcos, 
All feelings are the same. 

Alab. 

My Florimonde, 
I took thee from a fair and pleasant home 
In a soft land, where, like the air they live in. 
Men's hearts are mild. This proud and fierce Casiille 
Resembles not thy gentle Aquitainc, 
More than the eagle may a dove, and yet 
It is my country. Danger in its bounds 
Weighs more than foreign safety. But why speak 
Of what exists not ? 
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CouN. 
And I hope may never I 

Alab. 

And if it come, what then ? This chance shall find me 
Not unprepared. 

CouN. 

Bnt whj should there be danger P 
And why should'st then, the foremost prince of Spain, 
Fear or make foes ? Then standest in no light 
Would £eJ1 on other shoulders ; thou hast no height 
To climb, and nought to gain. Thou art complete ; 
The King alone above thee, and thy friend. 

Alab. 
So I would deem. I did not speak of fear. 

GOXTH. 

I Of danger? 

Alas. 

That's delight, when it may lead 
To mighty ends. Ah, Morimonde ! thou art too pure ; 
XJnfloiled in the rough and miry paths 
Of this same trampling world ; unskilled in heats 

^ Of fierce and emulous spirits. There's a rapture 

In the strife of factions, that a woman's soul 
Can never reach. Men smiled on me to-day 
Would gladly dig my grave ; and yet I smiled, 

I And gave them coin as ready as their own. 

And not less base. 

j CouN. 

And can there be such men, 

And canst thou live with them ? 

I 

Alab. 
, Ay ! and they saw 

Me ride this morning in my state again ; 
The people cried ' Alarcos and Castille I ' 
The shout will dull their feasts. 

z 
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CouH. 

There was a time 
Thou didst look back as on a turbnlent dream 
On this same life. 

Alar. 

I was an exile then. 
This stirring Burgos has revived mj yein. 
Yea, as I glanced from off the Citadel 
This very mom, and at mj feet outspread 
Its amphitheatre of solemn towers 
And groves of golden pinnacles, and marked 
Turrets of friends and foes ; or traced the range, 
Spread since my exile, of our city's walls 
Washed by the swifb Arlanzon : all around 
The flash of lances, blaze of banners, rush 
Of hurrying horsemen, and the haughty blast 
Of the soul-stirring trumpet, I renouncMsd 
My old philosophy, and gazed as grazes 
The falcon on his quarry ! 

COUN. 

Jesu grant 
The lure will bear no harm ! J[A irwnjpet tounds, 

AT. Alt- 

Whose note is that ? 
I hear the tramp of horsemen in the court ; 
We have some guests. 

Couir. 
Indeed ! 

Enter the Count of Sidonia, and the Count op Lioh. 

Alas. 

My noble friends, 
My Countess greets ye ! 

SiDO. 

And indeed we pay 
To her our homage. 
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Leon. 

r 

Proad our city boasts 
So fair a presence. 

COUN. 

Connt Alarcos' friends i 

Are erer welcome here. 

Alab. 

No common wife, ' 

Who welcomes with a smile her husband's friends. ' 

SiDO. j 

Indeed a treasnre ! When I many, Count, 
I'll claim jour counsel. | 

CoUN. 

'Tis not then your lot ? ' 

SiDO. 

Not yet, sweet dame ; tho' sooth to say, full often 
I dream such things may be. 

CoUN. 

Your friend is free ? i 

liEOir. 

And Tahies freedom : with a rosy chain I 

I still should feel a captive. 

Smo. 

Noble Leon I 

Li proof against the gentle passion, lady. 
And will ere long, my rapier for a gage, 
Many a scold. 

Lfloir. 

In Burgos now, methinks, 
Uarriage is scarce the mode. Our princess frowns, 
It seems, upon her suitors. 

Smo. 

Is it true 
The match is off f 

t s 
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Leoit. 
'Tis said. 

COUK. 

The match is off 1 
Yaa did not tell me this strange news, Alarcos. 

SiDO. 

Did he not tell yon how — 

ATiAB» 

In tmth, good sirs, 
Mj wife and I are somewhat strangers here, 
And things that are of moment to the minds 
That long have dwelt on them, to ns are nought. 

(To the Countess.) 
There was a sort of scene to-day at Conrt ; 
The Princess fainted : we were all dismissed, 
Somewhat abruptly ; but, in truth, I deem 
These rumours have no source but in the tongues 
Of curious idlers. 

SiDO. 

Faith, I hold them true. 
Indeed they're very rife. 

Lbov. 

Poor man, methinks 
His is a lot forlorn, at onoe to lose 
A mistress and a crown ! 

GouK. 

Yet both may bring 
Sorrow and cares. But little joy, I ween. 
Dwells with a royal bride, too apt to claim 
The homage she should yield. 

Smo. 

I would all wires 
Held with your Countess in this pleasing creed. 
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AliAS. 

She has her way : it is a ormxiixig wenoh 
That knows to wheedle. Burgos still maintains 
Its fiune for noble fiEibrics. Since my timo 
The dtfs spread. 

SiDO. 

Ah ! yon're a traveller, Goont. 
And yet we have not lagged. 

COUN. 

The Infanta, sirs, 
Was it a kind of swoon P 

Alas. 

Old Lara Utos 
Still in his ancient quarter ? 

LaoH. 

With the rate 
That share his palace. You spoke, ^adam P 

OouH. 

She 

Has dainty health, perhaps ? 

Lion. 

All ladies have. 
And yet as little of the fiunting mood 
As one oould fix on — 

Alab. 
Mendola left treasure P 

SnH). 
Wedges of gold, a chamber of sequins 
Sealed up for ages, flocks of Barbary sheep 
Might ransom princes, tapestry so rare 
The Eong straight purchased, coyering for the price 
Each piece with pistoles. 

GOUN. 

Is she very fiur P 
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Leon. 

Ab fatnre qneenB must erer be, and jet 
Her &oe might charm tmcrownecL 

Ck)UN. 

It grieyes me mnoh 
To hear the Prince departs. 'Tis not the first 
Among her suitors P 

Alab. 

Yoor good nnde liyea — 
Nunez do Leon? 

LlOH. 

To my cost^ Alaroos ; 
He owes me mnch. 

SiDO. 

Some promises his heir 
Would wish fuimied« 

Ck)UN. 

Li GkuMSonj, they said, 
Nayarre had sought her hand. 

Leoit. 

He loitered here 
But could not pluck the fruit : it was too high. 
Sidonia threw him in a tilt one day. ' 
The Lifanta has her fisuncies ; unhorsed knights 
Count not among them. 

Elder a Chamberlain who whispers Count Alascos. 

Alar. 

Urgent, and me alone 
Will commune with ! A Page ! Kind guests, your pardon, 
I'll find you here anon. My Florimonde, 
Our friends will not desert you, like your spouse. 

lEmt Alaboos. 

COUN. 

My Lords, will see our gardens P 
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SiDO. 

We are favoured. 
We wait upon your steps. 

Leon. 

And feel that roses 
Will spring beneath them. 

CouN. 

Yon are an adept, sir, 
In our gay science. 

Leon. 

Faith, I stole it, lady, 
From a loose Troubadour Sidonia keeps 
To write his sonnets. [Exeunt ofnnes. 



SCENE 3. 

A Ohwinher. 

Enter Alarcos a/nd Page. 

Page. 
Will you wait here, my Lord ? 

Alab. 

I will, sir Page. 

[ExU Pagb. 
The Bishop of Ossuna : what would he ? 
He scents the prosperous ever. Ay ! they'll cluster 
Bound this new hive. But I'll not house them yet. 
Marry, I know them all ; but me they know. 
As mountains might the leaping stream that meets 
The ocean as a river. Time and exile 
Change our life's course, but is its flow less deep 
Because it is more cakn P I've seen to-day 
Might stir its pools. What if my phantom flung 
A shade on their bright path ? 'Tis closed to me 
Although the goal's a crown. She loved me once ; 
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Now iwoona, and now the matoh is off. She*! true . 

Bat I have clipped the heart that once conld soar 

High as her own ! Dreams, dreams ! And jet entranced, 

Unto the fair phantasma that is fled, 

My straggling fimcj clings ; for there are honra 

When memory with her signet stamps the brain 

With an nndying mint ; and these were such, 

When high Ambition and enraptured Love, 

Twin Qemi of my daring destiny, 

Bore on my sweeping life with their fall wing, 

like an angelic host : 

[In the diatcmce enter a lady veiled. 
Is this their priest P 
Burgos unchanged I see. 

[Adeancing towarde her, 
A needless veil 
To one prophetic of thy charms, £edr lady. 
And yet they &11 on an ungracious eye. 

[WUhdrawe the ved 
Solisa! 

Sol. 

Yes ! Solisa ; once again 
O say Solisa ! let that long lost yoice 
Breathe with a name too futhful ! 

Alab. 

Oh! what tones, 
What mazing sight is this ! The spell-bound forms 
Of my first youth rise up from the abyss 
Of opening time. I listen to a voice 
That bursts ijie sepulchre of buried hope 
Like an immortal trumpet. 

Sol. 

Thou hast granted, 
Mary, my prayers ! 

Alab. 
Solisa, my Solisa ! 

Sol. 
Thine, thine, Alarcos. But thou : whose art thou P 
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Alas. 
Within this cliamber is mj memory bound ; 
I have no thought, no conscioosness beyond 
Its precious walls. 

Sol. 

Thus did he look, thus speak, 
When to my heart he dung, and I to him 
Breathed my first love and last. 

Alas. 

Alas! alasl 
Woe to thy Mother, maiden. 

Sol. 

She has found 
That which I oft haye prayed for. 

Alas. 

But not found 
A doom more dark than ours. 

Sol. 

I sent fi)r thee. 
To tell thee why I sent for thee ; yet why, 
Alas ! I know not. Was it but to look 
Alone upon the &ce that once was mine P 
This mom it was so grave. ! was it woe. 
Or but indifference, that inspired that brow 
That seemed so cold and stately P Was it hate P 

! tell me anything, but that to thee 

1 am a thing of nothingness. 

Alas. 

O spare! 
Spare me such words of torture. 

Sol. 

Gould I feel 
Thou didst not hate me, that my image brought 
At least a gentle, if not tender thoughts, 
'I'd be content. I cannot liye to thmk, 
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After thtt paat, that we should meet again 

And cfamige cold looks. We are not strangnn, i 

At leaet we are not strangora t 



Qentle Prindesa — 



Call ma Soliaa ; tho' we meet n 
Call mo Solisa now. 



Tbf h&pptiieaa — 

BOL. 
O '. no, no, no, not happmess, at least 
Not &oin tbose lipa. 



That ill beoomes them. 

Soi^ 

Tet they say, thon'rt hapivjjfl 
And bright with all prosperity, and I 
Felt solace in that thonght. 
Alab. 
Prosperity ! 
Men call thom prosperous whom they deem enjo^ 
That whioh they envy ; but there's no snccesa 
S&ve in one master-wish falfiUed, and mine 
Ts loit for ever. 

Sol. 
Why was it ? 0, why 
Didst thou for^t me ? 

Alak. 

NeTcr, lady, never — 
Bat ah 1 tho paat. the irrevocable past— 
We can but meet to mourn. 
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Sol. 
No, not to motini, 
I came to bless thee, oame to tell to thee 
I hoped that thoa wert happy. 



Gome to mourn, 
m find delight in my nnbridled grief : i 

Yes ! let me fling away at last this mask, 
And gaze upon my woe. I 

Sol. I 

0, it was rash, I 

Indeed 'twas rash, Alaroos ; what, sweet sir, 
What, after aU our tows, to hold me false. 
And place this bar between ns ! Til not think | 

Thou ever loved'st me as then did'st profess, . 

And that's the bitter drop. ' 



ALAR. 

Indeed, indeed — 

Sol. 

I conld bear much, I conld bear all, bat this 
My &ith in thy past loye, it was so deep, 
So pnre, so sacred, 'twas my only solace ; 
I fed npon it in my secret heart. 
And now e'en that is gone. 

Alab. 

Donbt not the past, 
'Tis sanctified. It is the gre^i fresli spot 
In my life's desert. 

Sol. 

There is none to thee 
As I have been P Speak, speak, Alarcos, tell me 
Is't true P Or, in tl^s shipwreck of my sonl. 
Do I cling wildly to some perishing hope 
That sinks like me P 
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Tbe Maj-bnrrt of tbe baui 
Can bloom bat onoe ; and mine baa fled, not fiided. 
That thought gave fiuidied aoKaoe^ ab, 'twaa hmaj^ 
¥ar now I feel my doom. 

Sol. 

Then bast no doom 
But what ia aplendid as thyselfl Alas ! 
Weak woman, when she stakes her bearl^ moat play 
Ever a &tal chance. It is her all. 
And when 'tis lost, she's bankmpt ; bat prood man 
ShnfBes the caids again, and wins to-moarrow 
What pays bis present forfeit. 

Alas. 

Bat alas 1 
What have I won P 

Sol. 

A coontry and a wife. 

Alab. 

A wife ! 

Sol. 

A wife, and very feir, they say. 
She should be feir, who could induce thee break 
Such yows as thine. ! I am yery weaki 
Why came I here ? Was it indeed to see 
If thou could'st look on me ? 

Alab. 

My own Solisa. 

Sol. 

Call me not thine ; why, what am I to thee 
That thou should'st call me thine ? 

Alab. 

Indeed, sweet lady. 
Thou lookest on a man as bruised in spirit^ 
As broken-hearted, and subdued in soul, 
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As any breatliing wretch that deems the day 

Can bring no darker morrow. Pity me ! 

And if kind words may not subdue those lips 

So soomfbl in their beaniy, be they touched 

At least by Mercy's accents ! Was't a crime, 

I could not dare believe that royal heart 

Betained an exile's image ? that forlorn, 

Harassed, worn out, surrounded by strange aspects 

And stranger manners, in those formal ties 

Custom points out, I sought some refuge, found ' 

At least companionship^ and, grant 'twas weak. 

Shrunk from the sharp endurance of the doom 

That waits on exile, utter loneliness I 

Sol. 
His utter loneliness ! 

Alae. 

And met thy name. 
Most beauteous lady, prithee think of this, 
Only to hear the princes of the world , 

Were thy hot suitors, and that one would soon 
Be happier than Alarcos. 

Sol. I 

False, most false, 
They told thee &Ise. 

Alab. 

At least, then, piiy me, 
Solisa! 

Sol. 

Ah ! Solisa, that sweet voice, . 
Why should I pity thee ? 'Tis not my office. 
Go, go to her that cheered thy loneliness. 
Thy utter loneliness. And had I none ? 
Had I no pangs of solitude ? Exile ! 
! there were moments I'd have gladly given 
My crown for banishment. A wounded heart 
Beats freer in a desert ; 'tis the air 
Of palaces that chokes it. 
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Alab. 

Fate has Grossed, 
Not fiJsehood, our sweet loves. Onr lof)^ passion 
Is tainted wil^ no vileness. Memory betvs 
Convulsion, not contempt ; no palling sting 
That waits on bsse affections. It is sometliing 
To have loved thee ; and in that thought I find 
My sense exalted ; wretched though I be. 

Sol. 

Is he so wretched ? Yet he is less forlorn 

Than when he sought, what I would never seek, 

A partner in his woe ! I'U ne*er believe it ; 

Thou art not wretched. Why, thou hast a Mend, 

A sweet companion in thy grief to soothe 

Thy loneliness, and feed on thy bright smiles, 

Thrill with thine accents, with impassioned reverence 

Enclasp thine hand, and with enchained eyes 

Gaze on thy glorious presence. 0, Alarcos ! 

Art thou not worshipped now ? What, can it be, 

That there is one, who walks in Paradise, 

Nor feels the air immortal P 

Alab. 

Let my curse 
Descend upon the hour I left thy walls, 
My other's town ! 

Sol. 
My blessing on thy curse ! 
Thou hast returned, tiiou hast returned, Alarcos P 

Alab. 

To despair. 

Sol. 

Yet 'tis not the hour he quitted 
Onr city's wall, it is the tie that binds him 
Within those waUs, my lips would more denounce, 
But ah, that tie is dear ! 
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ALiB. 

Accursed be 
The wiles that parted us ; aocuraed be 
The ties that serer ns ! 

Sol. 
Thoti'rt mine. 

For ever. 
Thou nnpollated passion of my youth, 
My finti my only, my enduring love ! 

(They enibraoe.} 
Enter Ferdinand, the Fage. 

Feb. 

Lady, a message from thy royal &ther ; 
He comes — 

Sol. 
(^^prmging from the arms of Alabgos.) 

My &>ther ! word of fear ! Why now 
To dond my light ? I had forgotten fate ; 
But he recalls it. my bright Alarcos ! 
My love mnst fly. Nay, not one word of care ; 
Love only from those lips. Yet, ere we part. 
Seal onr sweet fiiith renewed. 

Alab. 

And never broken. 

lExU Alabgos. 

Sol. 
Why has he gone ? Why did I bid him go ? 
And let this jewel I so daring plucked 
Slip in the waves again ? I'm sure there's time 
To call >i™ back, and say farewell once more. 
Ill say fJEurewell no more ; it was a word 
Ever harsh music when the morrow brought 
Welcomes renewed of love. No more farewells. 

when will he be mine ! I cannot wait, 

1 cannot tarry, now I know he loves me ; 
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Each hour, each instant that I see him not^ 
Is nsnrpation of mj light. joy ! 
Am I the same Solisa, that this mom 
Breathed forth her orison with humbler spixit 
Than the sorroimding acolytes ? Thou'st smiled, 
Sweet Virgin, on my prayers. Twice fifly tapers 
Shall bnm before thy shrine. Guard over me 
1 mother of my sonl, and let me prosper 
In my gpreat enterprise ! hope ! O loye I 
sharp remembrance of long baffled joy ! 
Inspire me now. 



SCENE 4. 

The Enro ; ihe Ikfahta. 

Knro. 
I see my daughter ? 

Sol. 
Sir, your duteous ohild« 

Knra. 

Art thou indeed my child P I had some doubt 
I was a &ther. 

Sol. 

These are bitter words. 

Kdtq. 
Even as thy conduct. 

Sol. 
Then it would appear 
My conduct and my life are but the same. 

Kino. 
I thought thou wert the Infanta of Castille^ 
Heir to our realm, the paragon of Spain ; 
The Princess for whose smiles crowned Christendom 
Sends forth its sceptred rivals. Is that bitter ? 
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Or bitter is it with sncli privilege, 
And standing on life's vantage ground, to cross 
A nation's hope, that on thy nice career 
Has gaged its heart P 

Sol. 

Have I no heart to gage P 
A sacrificial virgin, must I bind 
Mj life to the altar, to redeem a state, 
Or heal some doomed people P 

ElHQ. 

Is it sop 
Is this an office alien to thy sex P 
Or what thy youth repudiates P We but ask 
What nature sanctions. 

Sol. 

Nature sanctions Love ; 
Your charter is more liberal. Let that pass. 
I am no stranger to my dniy, sir. 
And read it thus. The blood that shares my sceptre 
Should be august as mine. A woman loses 
In love what she may gain in rank, who tops 
Her husband's place ; though throned, I would exchange 
An equal glance. His name should be a spell 
To rally soldiers. Politic he should be ; 
And sldlled in climes and tongues ;that stranger knights 
Should bruit our high Castillian courtesies. 
Such chief might please a state P 

Ejng. 

Fortunate realm ! 

Sol. 

And shall I own less niceness than my reakn P 
No 1 1 would have him handsome as a god ; 
Hyperion in his splendour, or the mien 
Of conquering Bacchus, one whose very step 
Should g^de a limner, and whose common words 
Are caught by Troubadours to frame their songs ! 

A A 
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And O, my father, nltat if thia bright prinov 
Slwold havfl a heart as tender aa bia soul 
Was high and peerless ? If vith thia same heart I 
Ha loved thy dAughter? 

Kma. 

Close the airy page 
Of thy romaitco ; sach princes are not foond 
Except in lays and legends ! yet a maa 
Who would become a throne, I found thee, girl ; 
The princely Hongaiy. 

Sol. 
A more princely fate, 
Thau an DnwiUing ivife, he did dsserro. 



Yet wherefore didst than pledge thy troth to Mml 

Sol. 
And wherefore do I smile vhen I should sigh P 
And wheroforo do I feed when I would &Bt ? 
And wherefore do I dance when I should pi&y ? 
And wherefore do I live when I should die ? 
Canst answer that, good Sir ? O there are women 
The world deem mad, or worse, whose life but 
One vile caprice, a freakiah thing of whims 
And restless nothingnesa ; yet if we pierce 
The Boul, may be we'll tonch some cause proft 
For what seems canaeleas. Early love despised, 
Or bafiled, which is worse ; a &ith betrayed. 
For vanity or Incro ; chill regards. 
Where to gain constant glances wo have paid 
Some fearful forfeit : here are many springs, 
Unmarked by shallow eyes, and some, or all 
Of these, or none, may prompt my condnct no 
Bat I'll not hftvo thy prince. 



it atutnui 



Kraa. 



My gentle child — 
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Sol. 

I am not gentle. I miglit haye been onoe ; 
But gentle thonghts and I haye parted long ; 
The canse of soch partition thou shonldst Ibiow 
If memories were just. 

Euro. 

Harp not, I pray, 
On an old sorrow. 

Sol. 

Old! he calls it old ! 
The wound is green, and staunch it, or I die. 

KiSQ, 

Haye I the skiU P 

Sol. 
Why ! art thou not a King P 
Wherein consists the magic of a crown 
But in the bold achieyement of a deed 
Would scare a clown to dream P 

King. 

I'd read thy thought. 

Sol. 
Then haye it ; I would marry. 

King. 

It is well : 
It is my wish. 

Sol. 

And unto such a prince 
As IVe described withal. For though a prince 
Of Fancy's realm alone, as thou dost deem, 
Tet doth he liye indeed. 

EZlNG. 

To me unknown. 

kL 2 
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Sol. 
! bther mine, before thj reverend knees 
Ere thin we twain h&ve kaelt. 

KlNQ. 

Forbear, mj c 
Or can it be my daagbter doth not know 
He is no longer &ee P 

Sol. 

The power thai bound tiJT t ^ 
That bondage might disaolve ? To holy chni 
Thoa hast given great alms ? 
Kiso, 
There's more to g 
If more would gain it ; bnt it cannot \ 
Even were be content. 

Sol. 
He is content. 



Sol. 
For he lores me atifl. 

Kma. 

I would do much 
To please thee, I'm prepared to bear the brunt 
Of Hongary'a ire j but do not urge, Soliae 
Beyond capacity of anlTerance ^H 

lij temper's proof. ^H 

Sol. V 

Alarcos is my husband, 
Or ahall the sceptre from onr line depart. 
Listen, ye saints of Spain, I'll have hia hand, 
Or by onr faith, my feted womb shall be 
As barren as thy love, prand king. 

Kma. 




a'rt mad ■ 



Thoa'rta 
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Sol. 

Is he not mine ? Thy very hand, 
Did it not consecrate onr vows ? What claim 
So sacred as my own ? 

Knra. 
He did conspire— 

Sol. 
Tis fieJae, then know'st 'tis false : against themselves 
Men do not plot : I would as soon believe 
My hand could hatch a treason 'gainst my sight. 
As that Alarcos would conspire to seize 
A diadem I would myself have placed 
TJpon his brow. 

KiHO (idkmg her hand). 

Nay, cahnness. Say 'tis true 
He was not guilty, say perchance he was not — 

Sol. 

Perchance, 1 vile perchance. Thou know'st full well, 
Because he did reject her loose desires 
And wanton overtures — 

King. 

Hush, hush, O hush ! 

Sol. 
The woman called my mother — 

Ejoro. 

Spare me, spare — 

Sol. 
Who spared me ? 

Did not I kaeel, and vouch his fiedth, and bathe 
Thy hand with my quick tears, and cdutch thy robe 
With frantic grasp P Spare, spare indeed ? In faith 
Hum hast taught me to be meroifnl, thou hast, — 
Thou and my mother ! 



KlKO. 

Ah ! no more, no more ! 
A crowned King cannot recall the past, 
And jet may gW the fatnre. She thoa nAmest, 
She waa at least thy mother; bat to me, 
Whate'er her deeds, for Lmly, there 'were times 
Some spirit did posaeas her, Bnch aa gleams 
Now in her daughter's eye, she was a passion, 
A witching Ibrm that did inflame my life 
By a breath or glance. Thoa art our child; the link 
That binds me to my race ; thoa hast her plaoe 
Within my shrined beart, where thon'rt the priest 
And others are nnhallowed ; for, indeed, 
Passion and time havo so dried up my sonl. 
And drained its generous juices, that I own 
No sympathy with man, and all his hopes 
To me are mockeries. 

Sol. 

Ah I I see, my father. 
That thoa wiirab aid me! 
Ejso. 

Thon canst wd thyself. 
Is there a law to let him from thy presence ? 

e may reach thine ear ; thy gracioua glance 
meet his graceful offices. Go to. 
Hungary frown, if his right royal spouse 



I 






Smile on the equal of her blood and state. 
Her gentle cousin ? 



Sol. 

And is this thine aid 1 



What word has roughed the brow, but now conl 
In a fond father's love ? 

Sol. 

Alas ! what word ? 
What hare I said P whatdone? thatthoushonld'sifl 
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I oould do thii, this, thin, that is so foul, 

My baffled tongue deserts me. Thou shonld'st know me, 

Thou bast set spies on me. What ! have they told thee 

I am a wanton ? I do love this man 

As fits a virgin's heart. Heaven sent snch thoughts 

To be our solace. But to act a toy 

For his loose hours, or worse, to &id him one 

Procured for mine, grateful for opportunities 

Contrived with decency, spared skilfully 

From claims more urgent ; not to dare to show 

Before the world my homage; when he's ill 

To be away, and only share his gay 

And lusiy pillow; to be shut out from all 

That multitude of cares and charms that waits 

But on companionship ; and then to feel 

These joys another shares, another hand 

These delicate rites performs, and thou'rt remembered, 

In the serener heaven of his bliss, 

But as the transient flash : this is not love ; 

This is pollution. 

Kino. 

Daughter, I were pleased 
My cousin could a nearer claim prefer 
To my regard. Ay, girl, 'twould please me well 
He were my son, ^y husband ; but what then? 
My pleasure and his conduct jar ; his fate 
Baulks our desire. He's married and has heirs. 



Sol. 
irs, didst thou say heirs P 

Kmo. 



Sol. 
Kmo. 



What ails thee ? 

Heirs, heirs? 



Thou art very pale ! 

Sol. 

The faintness of the mom 

Clings to me still ; I pray thee, Mher, grant 

Thy child one easy boon. 
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i 



KlKQ. 

She has to epoftlc 
Bnt what bIiq wills. 

Sol. 
Why, then, she would renoonos 
Her heritage ; yes, place our ancient crown 
On browB it may become. A veil more auita 
Th]& feminine brain ; in Hnolgas' cloistered shades 
I'll find oblirion. 

Kino. 
Woe is me ! The doom 
IWla on oor bouse. I had this daughter left 
To lavish all my wealth on and my might. 
I've treasni%d for bor ; for her I hare slain 
lly thousands, conquered provinces, betrayed. 
Renewed, and broken faith. She was my joy j 
She has her mother's eyes, and when ebe speaks 
Her voice is like Bninhalda's. Cursed hour. 
That a wild fancy touched her brain to croefi 
All my great hopes ! 

Sol. 

My father, my dear &thcr, 
Thou call*dBt me fondly, but some momonte past. 
Thy gentle child. I call my saint to witness 
I would be such. To say I love this man 
Is shallow phrasing. Since man's image first 
Flung its wild shadow on my virgin sonl. 
It has borne no other reflex. I know well 
Thou deemest he was forgotten ; this day's paasion I 
Passed as unused con&ontment, and so transient 
As it was turbulent. No, no, full oft, 
When thinking on him, I have been the same. 
Fruitless or barren, this same form is his. 
Or it is God's. My father, my dear father. 
Remember ha was mine, and thon didst pour 
Thy blessing on our heada ! God, God ! 
When I recall the passages of love 



I 
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That have ensned between me and this man, 
And with ihj sanction, and then jost bethink 
He is another's, it makes me inad. 
Talk not to me of sceptres : can she role 
Whose nund is anarchy P King of CastDle, 
Give me the Heart that tbon didst rob me of! 
The penal hour's at hand. Thou didst destroy 
My loye, and I will end thy line — ^thy line 
That is thy life. 

ElKQ. 

Solisa^ I will do all 
A &iher can, — a fitther and a Eong. 

Sol. 
Give me Alaroos I 

Kmo. 
Hash, disturb me not ; 
I'm in the throes of some imaginings 
A human yoioe migbt scars. 



361 



END Off THB FIBST ACT. 



362 COUNT ALARCOS 



ACT n. 

SCENE L 

A Street »n Burgoi. 

Enter the Couht of Sidonu and the Count of Lbom. 

SiDO. 

Is she not faarp 

Lbov. 
What then? She but folfils 
Her office as a woman. For to be 
A woman and not &ir, is, in mj creed, 
To be a thing nnsezed. 

SiDO. 

Happy Alaroos ! 
They say she was of Aquitaine, a daughter 
Of the De Foiz. I would I had been banished. 

Leon. 
Go and plot then. They cannot take your head, 
For that is gone. 

SiDO. 

Bnt banishment from Bnrgos 
Were worse than fifty deaths. 0, my good Leon, 
Didst ever see, didst ever dream conld be, 
Snch dazzling beauty P 

Leon. 

Dream ! I neyer dream ; 
Save when I've reyelled oyer late, and then 
My yisions are most yillanous ; but you, 
You dream when you're awake. 



I 
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SiDO. 

Wert ever, Leon, 
In pleasant Aqaitaine P 

Lxov. 

O talk of Bnrgos ; 
It is my only subject — ^matchless town, 
Where all I ask are patriarchal years 
To feel satiety like my sad friend. 

Smo. 
'Tis not satiety now makes me sad ; 
So check thy mocking tongue, or cure my cares. 

Leon. 
Absence cures love. Be off to Aquitaine. 



^ SiDO. 

I chose a jester for my Mend, and feel 
His value now. 

Leon. 

You share the lover's lot 
When you desire and you despair. What then P 
Yon know right well that woman is but one, 
Though she take many forms, and can confound 
The young with subtle aspects. Vanity 
Is her sole being. Make the myriad vows 
That passionate fancy prompts. At the next tourney 
MftanfiMTi her colours 'gainst the two Castilles 
And Aragon to boot. You'll have her ! 

Smo. 

Why! 
This was the way I woo'd the haughty Lara, 
But 111 not hold such passages approach 
The gentle lady of this mom. 

Leon. 

Well, then, 
Try silence, only sighs and hasty glances 
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Withdrawn as soon as met Conld'st ihoa bat bliiah : 

But there's no hope. In time our sighs become 

A sort of plaintive hint what hopeless rogoes 

Our stars haye made ns. Would we had but met 

Earlier, jet still we hope shell spare a tear 

To one die met too late. Trust me she'll spare it ; 

She'n saye this sinner who reveres a saint. 

Pity or admiration gains them all. 

Yonll have her I 

SiDO. 

Well, whate'er the ooorse pmrraed. 
Be thon a prophet 1 

J^fi^Osis. 

Orah. 
Stand, Senors, in Ood's name. 

Liov. 

Or the deril's. 
Well, what do yon want P 

OlUK. 

Many things, bat one 
Most prindpaL 

SiDO. 

And that'i 



OSAV. 

A friend. 

LlOK. 

Yoa're right 
To seek one in the street, he'll proye as trae 
As any that yoa're fostered with. 

Oran. 

In bnef^ 
I'm as yoa see a Moor; and I haye slain 
One of oar princes. Peace exists between 
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Oar kingdom and Castille ; they track my steps. 
You're yonng, yon shonld be braye, generous yon may be. 
1 sliall be impaled. Save me ! 

Lbon. 

Frankly spoken. 
Win yon torn Christian P 

Obav. 

Show me Christian acts, 
And they may prompt to Christian thoughts. 

SiDO. 

Although 
The slain's an infidel, thon art the same. 
The cause of this radi deed P 

Oran. 

I am a soldier, 

And my sword's notched, sirs. This said Emir struck me ' 
Before the people too, in the great square 
Of our chief place, Granada, and forsooth, 
Because I would not yield the way at mosque. ' 

His life has soothed my honour : if I die, ' 

I die content ; but with your gracious aid 
I would live happy. 

Leox. ' 

You love life P ' 

Oban. , 

Most dearly. 

Leon. • 

Sensible Moor, although he be impaled 1 

For mobbing in a mosque. I like this fellow ; i 

TTift bearing suits my humour. He shall live ; 

To do more murders. Come, bold infidel. 
Follow to the Leon Palace ; and, sir, prithee , 

Don't stab us in the back. 

lEaeunt ontnes. 
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SCENE 2. 



Ohamberin the Palace of Coxjvrr AiABCOB. Ai ike hack of ike 
Scene the Gurtadns of a large Jahueie 



Enter Oomrr Alaroos. 

Alab. 

*Tis ciromnstaace makes condnot ; life's a ship^ 

The sport of every wind. And yet men tadk 

Against the adverse blast. How shall I steer, 

Who am the pilot of Necessity P 

But whether it be Mr or foul, I know not ; 

Snnny or terrible. Why let her wed him ? 

What care I if the pageant's weight may fiill 

On Hungary's ermined shoulders, if the spring 

Of all her life be mine P The tiar'd brow 

Alone makes not a king. Would that my wife 

Confessed a worldlier mood ! Her recluse &ncy 

Haunts still our castled bowers. Thou civio air 

Inflame her thoughts ! Teach her to vie and revel, 

Find sport in peerless robes, the pomp of feasts 

And ambling of a genet — [J. serenade is heanL 

Hah ! that voice 
Should not be strange. A tribute to her charms. 
'Tis music sweeter to a spouse's ear 
Than gallants dream of. Ay, she'll find adorers, 
Or Burgos is right changed. [^Enter the Couirrvss. 

Listen, child. 

{^Again the serenade is heard. 

COUN. 

'Tis very sweet. 

Alab. 
It is inspired by, thee. 

CouN. 
AlarcosI 



I I 
I 
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Whj dost look so grsve ? Nay, now, 
There's not a dame in Bnrgoe would not give 
Her jewels for sncli songs. 

Gouv. 

Inspized bymel 

Alak 

And who so fit to fire a lorer's breast P 
He's clearfy captiye. 

Couv. 

O ! thou knowest I love not 
Snch jests, Alaroos. 

Alas. 

Jest! I do not jest. 
I am right proud the partner of m j state 
Should count the chief of our Castillian knights 
Among her train. 

COUN. 

I pray thee let me dose 
These blinds. 

Alas. 

Poh, poh ! what, baulk a serenade I 
'Twould be an outrage to the courtesies 
Of this great ciiy. Faith ! his yoice is sweet. 

CouN. 
Would that he had not sung ! It is a sport 
In which I find no pastime. 

Alas. 

Marry, come, 
It giyes me great delight. 'Tis well for thee, 
On thy first entrance to our world, to find 
So high a follower. 

COUN. 

Wherefore should I need 
His following P 







Wonglit'fl more excellent for voj 
Tban to be fixed on as the t^osiire 
Of one whom all do gozo on. 'Tia a stamp 
Whoso cmrency, not wealth, rank, blood, can 
These ore raw ingots, till they are impressed 
With fiuhion's picture. 

COUK. 

Would I were once more 
Witliin cor cantle ! 

Nnrsery days ! The world 
Is now our home, and we most worldly be. 
Like its bold Btirreis. I snp with the King. 
There U no feast, and yet to do me hononr. 
Some chiefs will meet. I stand right well at Conrt, 
And with thine aid will staod e'en better. 

Cons. 

I have no joy but in thy joy, no thonght 
But for thy honour, and yet, bow to aid 
Thee in these plans or hopes, indeed, Alarci 
Indeed, I am perplexed. 



1 



Art not my wife ? 
Is not this Burgos ? And this pile, the palace 
Of my great &thers ? They did raise these hoUd 
To be the symbols of their high estate. 
The fit and haught metropolis of all 
Tboir force and ^tion. Fill them, fill them, wife. 
With those who'll serve me well. Make this the oeul 
Of all that's great in Burgos. Let it be 
The eye of the town, whereby we may perceive 
What posses in his heart ; the clostering point 
Of all convergence. Here be troops of friends 
And ready instruments. Wear that sweet smile, 
That wins a partisan quicker than power ; 
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Speak in that tone gives each a special share 

In th J regard, and what is general 

Let aJl deem private. ! thon'lt play it rarely. 

CouN. 
I wonld do all that may become thy wife. 

AULR. 

I know it, I know it. Thon art a treasure, Florimonda 
And this same singer — ^thon hast not asked his name. 
Didst guess it P Ah ! upon thy gentle cheek 
I see a smile. 

CouN. 

My lord — indeed — 

Alab. 

Thou playest 
Thy game less like a novice than I deemed. 
Thon canst not say thou didst not catch the voice 
Of the Sidonia P 

Cook. 

My good lord, indeed 
His voice to me is as unknown as mine 
Must be to him. 

Alab. 

Whose should the voice but his^ 
Whose stricken sight left not thy &ce an instant, 
But gazed as if some new-bom star had risen 
To light his way to paradise P I tell thee. 
Among my strict confederates I would count 
This same young noble. He is a paramount chief ; 
Perchance his vassals might outnumber mine, 
Conjoined we're adamant. No monarch's breath 
Makes me again an exile. Florimonde, 
Smile on him ; smiles cost nothing ; should he judge 
They mean more than they say, why smile again ; 
And what he deems affection, registered. 
Is but chaste mockery. I must to the citadel. 
Sweet wife, good-nigbt. [Exit Alabcos. 

B B 
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Cora. 

O ! miaety, auaerj, ndaeey ! 
If lut we do this p I fear there's need ws must. 
For lie is irise in &II tilings, aad well learned 
In this Bame world that to my simple sense 
Seems very fearfnL Why sboold men rejoice. 
They can eaoi^w from the pnre breath of hearen 
And the sweet franchise of their natnml will, 
To snch a prison-hoose ? To be confined 
In body and in sonl ; to breathe the air 
Of dark close sti^ets, and never nso one's tongne 
Bnt for some measured phrase that bath its bent 
Well ganged and ehart€««d ; to find ready smiles 
When one is Borrowfnl, or looks demnre 
When ouo wonld langh outright. Never to bo 
Exact bnt when dissembling. Is this life ? 
I dread this city. As I passed ita gates 
Uy litter stnmbled, and the children shrieked 
And clong onto my bosom. Pretty babes 1 
I'll go to them. O ! there is innocence 
Even in BargoB. 

lExil Co 



I 



A CJianther in the Royal Palace. The IsFiNTA SouBAi 

Sol, 
I can bnt think mj father will bejnst 
And see ns righted. 'tis only honest, 
The hand that did this wrong should now snpply 
The sovereign remedy, and balm the wonnd 
Itself inflicted. Ho ia with him now ; 
Would I were there, nnseen, yet seeing all ! 
Bnt ah ! no cnnning arras coold conceal 
This throbbing heart. I've sent my little Page, 
To mingle with the minions of the Court, 
And get me news. How he doth look, how eal^ 
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What says he and what does, and all the haps 
Of this same night, that jet to me may bring 
A cloudless morrow. See, even now he comes. 

[Enter the Page. 
Prithee what news ? Now teU me all, my child ; 
When thon'rt a knight, will I not work the scarf 
For thy first tonmey ! Prithee tell me all. 

Page. 

lady mine, the royal Seneschal 

He was so crabbed, I did scarcely deem 

1 could have entered. 

Sol. 

Cross-grained Seneschal 1 
He shaU repent of this, my pretty Page ; 
But thou didst enter? 

Page. 
I did so contrive. 

Sol. 
flare imp ! And then ? 

Page. 

Well, as you told me, then 
I mingled with the Pages of the King. 
They're not so yery tall ; I might have passed 
I think for one upon a holidsjr. 

Sol. 
O thou shalt pass for better than a Page ; 
But tell me, child, didst see my gallant Count 

Page. 
On the right hand — 

Sol. 

Upon the King's right hand P 

Page. 
Upon the King's right hand, and there wore also — 

Sol. 
Mind not the rest ; thou'i*t sure on the right hand P 

bb2 
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Paok. 
Most sore ; and on the left — 

Sol. 

Ne'er mind the left. 
Speak onlj of the right. How did he seem? 
Did there pass words between him and the King ? 
Oflen or scant ? Did he seem gay or grave? 
Or was his aspect of a middle tint, 
As if he deemed that there were other joys 
Not found within that chamber ? 

Page. 

Sooth to say, 
He did seem what he is, a gallant knight. 
Would I were sach ! For talking with the Eling, 
He spoke, yet not so much but he could spare 
Words to ihe other lords. He often smiled, 
Yet not so often, that a limner might 
Describe his mien as jovial. 

Sol. 

Tis himself! 
What next ? Will they sit long ? 

Page. 

I should not like 
Myself to quit such company. In truth, 
The Count of Leon is a merry lord. 
There were some tilting jests, I warrant you. 
Between him and your knight. 

Sol. 

O teU it me I 

Page. 
The Count Alarcos, as I chanced to hear. 
For tiptoe even would not let me see, 
And that same Pedro, who has lately come 
To Court, the Senor of Montilla's son, 
He is so rough, and says a lady's page 
Should only be where there arc petticoats. 
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Sol. 

Is lie 80 rough ? He shall be soundly whipped. 
But tell me, child, the Count Alarcos — 

Page. 

WeU, 
The Count Alarcos — ^but indeed, sweet lady, 
I do not wish that Pedro should be whipped. 

Sol. 
He shall not then be whipped — speak of the Count. 

Page. 

The Count was showing how your Saracen 
Doth take your lion captive, tiius and thus: 
And fashioned with his scarf a dexterous noose 
Made of a tiger's skin: your unicorn. 
They say, is just as good. 

Sol. 

Well, then Sir Leon— 

Page. 

Why then your Count of Leon — but just then 
Sancho, the Viscount of Toledo's son. 
The Eling^s chief Page, takes me his handkerchief 
And binds it on my eyes, he whispering round 
Unto his fellows, here you see I've caught 
A most ferocious cub. Whereat they kicked. 
And pinched, and cuffed me till I nearly roared 
As fierce as any lion, you be sure. 

Sol. 

Rude Sancho, he shall sure be sent from Court ! 
My little Ferdinand — ^thou hast incurred 
Great perils for thy mistress. Go again 
And show this signet to the Seneschal, 
And tell hrm that no greater courtesy 
Be shown to any guest than to my Page. 
This from myself— or I perchance will send. 
Shall school their pranks. Away, my faithful imp, 
And tell me how the Count Alarcos seems. 
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Page. 

I go, sweet lady, but I hnmbly beg 

Sancho may not be sent from Conrt this time. 

Sol. 
Sancho shall stay. 

lExU Paos. 
I hope, ere long, sweet child. 
Thou too shalt be a page unto a king. 
I'm glad Alarcos smiled not overmuch ; 
Your smilers please me not. I loye a faco 
Pensive, not sad ; for where the mood is thoughtful. 
The passion is most deep and most refined. 
Qb,j tempers bear light hearts— are soon'est gained 
And soonest lost ; but he who meditates 
On his own nature, will as deeply scan 
The mind he meets, and when he loves, he casts 
His anchor deep. 

[^Be-erUer Paqe. 
Give me the news. 

Page. 

The news ! 
I could not see the Seneschal, but gave 
Your message to the Pages. Whereupon 
Sancho, the Viscount of Toledo's son, 
Pedro, the Senor of Montilla's son. 
The young Count of Almeira, and — 

Sol. 

My child, 
What ails thee? 

Page. 

the Viscount of Jodor, 
I think he was the very worst of all; 
But Sancho of Toledo was the first. 

Sol. 
What did they ? 
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Pagb. 

'Las, no sooner did I say 
An ihat yon told me, than lie gives the word, 
* A gaest, at guest, a very potent gaest,' 
Takes me a goblet brimful of strong wine 
And hands it to me, mocking, on his knee. 
This I decline, when on his back they lay 
Yoor fiuthfol Page, nor set me on my legs 
Tin they had drenched me with this fiery stnfT, 
That I oonld scarcely see, or real my way 
Back to yonr presence. 

Sol. 
Marry, 'tis too much 
E'en for a page's license. Ne'er you mind. 
They shan to prison by to-morrow's dawn. 
rn bind this kerchief round your brow, its scent 
Win much revive you. Go, child, lie you down 
On yonder couch. 

Page. 

I'm sure I no*er can sleep 
If Sancho of Toledo shaU be sent 
To-morrow's dawn to prison. 

Sol. 

WeU, he's pardoned 

Page. 
Also the Senor of Montilla's son. 

Sol. 
He shaU be pardoned too. Now prithee sleep. 

Page. 
The young Ck)unt of Almeira — 

Sol. 

! no more. 
They $31 are pardoned. 
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Pagi. 

I do hnmbl J pnij 
The Viaoonnt of Jodsr be pttdoned too. 

lExii SoLisi. 



SCENE 4. 



JLBa/nquet; ike Ejoio §eaied; on hu right Alascob. Sidosia, 
Liov, the Admiral of Gasitlle, amd other Losos. Qroupe 
(/Paois, Chambiblaots, af%d SKBvnrG-Miv. 

• 

TheKssQ. 
Wonld'st match them, coasm, 'gainst our barbs ? 

Against 
Our barbs, Sir ! 

Ejno. 
Eh, Lord Leon, yon can scan 
A courser's points ? 

Leon. 

0, Sir, yonr travellers 
l^eed fleeter steeds than we poor shambling folks 
Who stay at home. To my nnskilfnl sense. 
Speed for the chase and vigour for the tilt, 
Meseems enongh. 

Alar. 

If riders be as prompt. 

Leon. 
Oar tonmey is put off, or please your Grace, 
I'd try conclusions with this marvellous beast, 
This Pegasus, this courser of the sun, 
That is to blind us all with his bright rays 
And cloud our chivalry. 

Kino. 

My Lord Sidonia, 
You're a famed judge : try me this Cyprus wine ; 
An English prince did give it me, returning 
From the holy sepulchre. 



^^■»^pw.»^ 
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SiDO. 

Most rare, my liege, 
And glitters like a gem ! 

Kino. 

It doth conient 
Me much, your Cyprus wine. Lord Admiral, 
Hast heard the^news ? The Saracens have fled 
Before the Italian galleys. 

Thb Admiral of Castillb. 

No one guides 
A galley like yoor Pisan. 

Alab. 

The great Doge 
Of Venice, sooth, would barely veil his flag 

To Pisa. 

Adm. 

Yonr Venetian hath his craft. 
ThiB Saracenic rout will surely touch 
Our turbaned neighbours ? 

King. 

To tho very core, 
Granada's all a-mouming. Good, my Lords, 
One goblet more. We'll give our cousin's health. 
Here's to the Count Alarcos. 

Omnes. 

To the Count 
Alarcos. 

(T^ QiAests rise, pay their homage to the Kino, cmd 

are retiring,) 

Kino. 

Good night, Lord Admiral ; my Lord of Leon, 
My Lord Sidonia, and my Lord of Lara, 
Gentle adieus : to you, my Lord, and you, 
To all and each. Cousin, good night---and yet 
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A moment reet awhile ; since yonr retnm 

Fve looked on yon in crowds, it may become ns 

To say &rewell alone. 

{The KniQ muiei his hand to the Sksischal — the Ohamher 
ii beared. 

AUB. 

Most giacions Sire^ 
Yon htmonr yonr poor aerraiit, 

Enia. 

Prithee, sit. 
This scattering of the Saracen, methinks, 
Will hold the Moor to bis trace P 
AuB. 

It wonld i^pear 
To have that import. 

EufO. 
Should he pus tlie monntftinH^ 
We can receive him. 

Alab. 
Where's the crown in Spain 
ISore prompt and more prepared ? 
Kisa. 

Goosin, yon're r^;ht. 
We flonrish. By St. James, I feel a glow 
Of the heart to see yon here once more, my oousin ; 
I'm low in the vale of years, and yet I think 
I conld defend my crown with snch a knight 
On my right band. 

Alab. 

Soch li^^ and land woold raise 
Onr lances high. 

Enra. 
We carry all before ns. 
Leon reduced, the crescent paled in Gordora ; 
Why, if she gEun Valencia, Aragon 
Unst kick the beam. And shall she gain Talenoia F 
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It cheers my blood to find thee by my side ; 
Old days, old days return, when thon to me 
Wert as the apple of mine eye. 

Alab. 

My liege, 
This is indeed most gracious. 

Kino. 

Gentle oonsin, 
Thon shalt have canse to say that I am gpiacions. 
O ! I did ever love thee ; and for that 
Some passages occurred between us once. 
That touch my memory to the quick ; I would 
Even pray thee to forgot them, and to hold 
I was most vilely practised on, my mind 
Poisoned, and from a fountain, that to deem 
Tainted were frenzy. 

Alar. 
(FdUmg on his Tcnee^ cmd taking the Kino's hamd.) 

My most gracious liege, 
This mom to thee I did my fealty pledge. 
Believe me, Sire, I did so with clear breast, 
And with no thought to thee and to thy line 
But fit devotion. 

ElNO. 

0, 1 know it well, 
I know thou art right true. Mine eyes are moist 
To see thee here again. 

Alar. 

It is my posty 
Nor could I seek another. 

Kino. 

Thou dost know 
That Hungary leaves us P 

Alar. 

I was grieved to hear 
There weie some crosses. 




I 



Emo. 
Trath, I am not grieved. 
Is it sued joy tliis fair Castiliian roaJm. 
This glowing flower of Spain, bo rudely plncked 
By a strange hand P To aeo oar chambers Bllod 
With foreign losels ; our rich fiefs and abbeys 
The prey of each bold soattorling, that finds 
No heirship in his country f Have I lived 
And labonred for this end, to swell the sails 
Of alien fortunes p O my geutio oonsin. 
There was a time we had far other hopes ! 
I suffer for my deeds. 

Alar. 

Wo must forget. 
We must forget, my liege. 

Kino. 

Is't then so easy ? 
Thon hast no danghter. Ah ! tlton canst not toQ 

What 'tis to feel a father's policy 

Hath dimmed a child's career, A child bo poerloss ! 

Our race, thougli ever comely, vailed to her. 

A palm tree in its pride of annny youth 

Mates not her symmetry ; her step was noticed 

As strangely stately by her nnrse. Dost know,^ 

I ever deemed that winning smile of hers 

Monmfiil, with all its mirth P Bat all I no n 

A father gossips ; nay, my weakness 'tis n 

'Tis not with all that I wonld prattle thus ; 

But yoa, my cousin, know Solisa well, 

And once yon loved ber. 

Alar. (_riiing). 

Once ! God ! 

Such passions are eternity, 

Knta (ado awing). 

What thon. 
Shall this excelling creature, on a throne 
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As liigh as her deserts, shall she become 

A spoil for strangers ? Have I cause to grieve 

That Hungary quit us ? O that I could find 

Some noble of our land might dare to mix 

His equal blood with our Castillian seed I 

Art thou more learned in our pedigrees ? 

Hast thou no friend, no kinsman ? Must this realm 

Fall to the spoiler, and a foreign grail 

Be nourished by our sap ? 

Alab. 

Alas! alas ! 

Kino. 
Four crowns ; our paramount GastiUe, and Leon, 
SevigHa, Cordova, the future hope 
Of Murcia, and the inevitable doom 
That waits the Saracen ; all, all, all ; 
And with my daughter ! 

Alar. 

Ah ! ye should have blasted 
My homeward path, ye lightnings I 

King. 

Such a son 
Should grudge his sire no days. I would not live 
To whet ambition's appetite. I'm old ; 
And fit for little else than hermit thoughts. 
The day that gives my daughter, gives my crown : 
A cell's my home. 

Alab. 
0, life, I will not curse thee 1 
Let bald and shaven crowns denounce thee vain ; 
To me thou wert no shade ! I loved thy stir 
And panting struggle. Power, and pomp, and beauty 
Cities and courts, the palace and the fane, 
The chace, the revel, and the battle-field, 
Man's fiery glance, and woman's thrilling smile, 
I loved ye all. I curse not thee, life ! 
But on my stars confusion. May they fall 
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From oat their apheros, and blast oar earth 
With their maltgDant mys, th&t mocking 
AH the delights of life within my reach. 
And chained tne from fruition. 

Kisa. 

Gentle nraun, 
Thon art disturbed; I fear these words of 
Chance words ere I did say to thee good nighl 
For O, 'twas joy to sea thee here og^i 
Who art my kinaman, and my only one, 
Have toaohed on some old cares for both of 
And yet the world has many charms for titei 
Thoa'rt not like us, and thy nnhappy child 
The world esteems so favoured, 

AUR, 

Ah, the 

111 estimates the truth of any lot. 
Their speculation is too far and reaches 
Only eitemals, they are ever fiur. 
There are vile cankers in your gandiest flowi 
But yoa must pluck and peer within the leaves 
To catch the peat. 

Krao. 
Aios ! my gentle cousin. 
To hear thou hast thy sorrows too, like ns. 
It pains me much, and yet I'll not believe it; 
For with bo fair a wife 

Alar. 

Torture me not, 
Although thon art a King. 

King. 

ItSf gentle conain 
I spoke to solace thee. We all do hear 
Thou art most favoured in a right fair wife, 
We do desire to see her ; can she find 
A friend becomes her better than otir child? 
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A.LAB. 

M J wife P would she were not I 

Krao. 

I say so too, 
Would she were not ! 

Alab. 
Ah me ! why did I many P 

Kino. 
Truth, it was very rash. 

Alar. 

Who made me rash P 
Who drove me from my hearth, and sent me forth 
On the nnkindred earth ? With the dark spleen 
€k)ading injustice, that 'tis vain to quell. 
Entails on restless spirits. Yes, I married, 
As men do oft, from very wantonness ; 
To tamper with a destiny that's cross, 
To spito my fate, to put the seal upon 
A biJked career, in high and proud defiance 
Of hopes that yet might mock me, to beat down 
False expectation and its damned lures. 
And fix a bar betwixt me and defeat. 

Kino. 

These bittor words would rob me of my hope. 
That thou at least wert happy. 

AIjAB. 

Would I slept 
With my grey fathers ! 

King. 

And my daughter too I 
O most unhappy pair I 

There is a way. 
To cure such woes, one only. 




Krac. 

'Tifl my thouglit, 
Alar. 
No cloister sliall entomb this life ; the grave 
Sliall be my wfugc. 

Kma. 
Yet to dio were wiUeas, 
^VlieH Death, who with his fatal £nger taps 
At princely doors, as freely aa he gives 
His snnunoos to the serf, may at this instAnt 
Have sealed the only life that throws a shade 
Between ns and the san. 

AUB. 

She's vtry young. 

KlKG. 

And may live long, as I do hope she will ; 
Yet have I known as blooming as she die, 
And that most saddenly. The air of dties 
To unaccastomed lungs is very fatal ; 
Perchance the absence of her accnstomed sport«. 
The presence of strange faces, and a longing 
For those she has been bred among : I've known 
This most pemicioos : sho might droop and pine j 
And when they fail, they sink most rapidly. 
God grant she may not ; yet I do remind ittea 
Of thia wild chance, when speaking of thy lot. 
In truth 'tis sharp, and yet I would not die 
When Time, the great enchanter, my change all, I 
By bringing somewhat earlier to thy gate 
A doom that must arrive. 

Alar. 

Would it woi-e there 1 
Knio. 

■Twould be the day thy hand should clasp my daughter's, 
That thou bust loved so long j 'twould be the dny 
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My crown, the crown of all my realms, Alaicos, 
Slunild bind thy royal brow. Is thia the morn 
Breaks in our chamber t Why, I did but mean 
To Bay good night unto my gentle cousin 
So long nnsecn. 0, ve have goesipped, cca, 
80 oheeiiiig dieoms 1 

lExamL 
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ACT m. 

SCENE 1. 

Interior of the Oathedral of Burgos. The High AUar Mumii* 
ncUed ; m the distance^ various Ohapels lighted^ and in each 
of which Mass is celehraHng : iih aU directions groups of 
kneeling Worshippers. Before the High AUar the Prior 
of Burgos officiates, attended by his Sacerdotal Betinue. In 
the front of the Stage, opposite to the Audience, a Con" 
fessional. 

The chanting of a solemn Mass here commences; as it ceasee^ 

Enter Alarcos. 

Alab. 

Wonld it wore done ! and yet I dare not say 

It should be done. 0, that some £ii»taral cansei 

Or superhuman agent, would step in^ 

And save me from its practice ! Will no pest 

Descend upon her blood ? Must thousands die 

Daily, and her charmed life be spared? As young 

Are hourly plucked from out their hearths. A life ! 

Why, what's a life ? A loan that must return 

To a capricious creditor ; recalled 

Often as soon as lent. I*d wager mine 

To-morrow like the dioe, were my blood pricked. 

Yet now, 

When all that endows life with ail its price. 

Hangs on some flickering breath I could puff out, 

I stand agape. I'll dream 'tis done : what than P 

Mercy remains? For over, not for ever 

I charge my soul ? Will no contrition ransom) 

Or expiatory torments compensate 
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The awful penalty ? Ye kneeling worshippers, 
That gaze in silent ecstacy before 
Yon flaming altar, yon come here to bow 
Before a Qod of mercy. Is't not so ? 

[Alabgos waUca towards the High Altar and kneels, 

A Praeesnon advances front tJie hack of ihe Scene, singing a 
solemn Mass, amd preceding the Prior of Bwrgos, who seats 
himself in the Confessional, his Train filing off on each 
side of the Scene: the lights of the High AUa/r wre eX' 
tinguished, hut the Chapels remain illwminated. 

The Pkior. 
Within this chair I sit, and hold the keys 
That open realms no conqueror can subdue, 
And where the monarchs of the earth must fain 
Solicit to be subjects : Heaven and Hades, 
Lands of Immortal light and shores of gloom, 
Eternal as the chorus of their wail, 
And the dim isthmus of that middle space. 
Where the compassioned soul may purge its sins 
In pious expiation. Then advance 
Ye children of all sorrows, and all sins. 
Doubts that perplex, and hopes that tantalize. 
All the wild forms the fiend Temptation takes 
To tamper with the soul ! Come with the care 
That eats your daily life ; come with the thought 
That is conceived in the noon of night. 
And makes us stare around us though alone ; 
Gome with the engendering sin, and with the crime 
That is full-bom. To counsel and to soothe, 
I sit within this chair. 

[Alabcos advances and kneels hy the ConfessionaU 

Alab. 

O, holy father 
My soul is burthened with a crime. 

Prior. 

My son. 
The church awaits thy sin. 

c c 2 \ 



388 COUNT ALARCOSi 



Alab. 

It is a 8m 
Moot black and terrible. Prepare thine ear 
For what mnst make it tremble. 

Prior. 

Thou dost Bp&Bik 
To Power above all passion, not to man. 

Alab. 

There was a lady, father, whom I loved. 
And with a holy love, and she loved me 
As holily. Our vows were blessed, if favour 
Hang on a £iEithor*s benediction. 

Prior. 

Her 
Mother? 

Alar. 

She had a mother, if to boar 
Children be all that makes a mother : one 
Who looked on me, about to be her child, 
With eyes of lust. 

Prior. 
And thou ? 

Alar. 

0, if to trace 
But with the memory's too veracious aid 
This tale be anguish, what must be its life 
And terrible action ? Father, I abjured 
This lewd she- wolf. But ah ! her fatal vengeance 
Stmck to my heart. A banished scatterling 
I wandered on the earth. 

Prior. 

Thou didst return P 

Alar. 

And found the being that I loved, and found 
Her faithful still. 
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And thon, mj bod, vert bappj? 



Alas ! I was no longer finee. Stangeiief 

Had bound a hopeleBB ezSe. Bui the I bad knred. 

And nerer oeaaed to \ofwe, ior in ihe fiinn. 

Not in ibe Bgint was ber hUh mcare pmsB, 

Sbe looked npon me witb a glaaea ^bai told 

Her deatb bat in mj lore. I atmgig^ed, imj^ 

'Twas not a stmggley 'twas an ^ffffoj. 

Her aged sbe, ber dark impending doom. 

And the o*erwbebning pawrion of mj aool : 

M J wife died soddenfy. 



Pbiok. 

Andbjali£» 
That should baTe shielded ben ? 

I3 tb^ie hope of mercy? 
Can praye rs, can penances, can ibey ayaal ? 
What consecration of my wealtb, for Fm ricb. 
Can aid me ? Can it aid me ? Can endowments ? 
Nay, set no bonnds to thy nnKmited schemes 
Of saving charity. Can shrines, can cbaontries. 
Monastic piles, can they avail ? What if 
I raise a temple not less proud than this. 
Enriched witb all my woilth, witb all, witb all P 
Will endless masses, will eternal prayers, 
Bedeem me from perdition ? 

Prior. 

What, would gold 
Hedeem the sin it prompted? 

No, by Heaven I 
No, Fate bad dowered mo with w^tb might feed 
All but a royal hunger. 
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Prior. 
And alono 
Thj fatal paBsion urged thee ? 

Alar. 

Hah! 

Prior. 

Probe deep 
Thy wounded sooL 

Alar. 
'Tifl torture : fiiihomleBS 
I feel the fell incision. 

Prior. 

There is a Inre 
Thou dost not own, and yet its awful shade 
Lowers in the back-ground of thy soul : thy tongue 
Trifles the church's ear. Beware, my son, 
And tamper not with Paradise. 

Alar. 

A breath, 
A shadow, essence subtler far than love : 
And yet I loved her, and for love had dared 
All that I ventured for this twin-bom lure 
Cradled with love, for which I soiled my souL 
O, father, it was Power. 

Prior. 
And this dominion 
Purchased by thy soul's mortgage, still is't thine ? 

Alar. 
Yea, thousands bow to him, who bows to thee. 

Prior. 
Thine is a fearful deed. 

Alar. 
0, is there mercgr? 

Prior. 
Say, is there penitence ? 
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Alab. 
How shall I gange it P 
What temper of contrition might the church 
Beqnire from snch a sinner ? 

Prior. 

Is't thy wish, 
Nay, search the very caverns of thy thought, 
Is it thy wish this deed were now nndone P 

Alab. 
Undone, undone ! It is ; O, say it were. 
And what am IP O, &ther, wer't not done, 
I should not be less tortured than I'm now; 
My life less like a dream of haunting thoughts 
Tempting to unknown enormities. The sun 
Would rise as beamless on my darkened days, 
Night proffer the same torments. Food would fly 
My lips the same, and the same restless blood 
Quicken my harassed limbs. Undone ! undone I 
I have no metaphysic faculty 

To deem this deed undone. 

I 
Prior. ! 

Thou must repent ' 

This terrible deed. Look through thy heart. Thy wife, 

There was a time thou lov'dst her P 



Alab. 

I'll not think 
There was a time. 

Prior. 
And was she fair P 

Alab. 

A form 
Dazzling all eyes but mine. 

Pbiob. 

And pureP 

Alab. 

No saint 
More chaste than she. Her consecrated shape 



I 



I 
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She kept as 'twere a shrine, and just as foU 
Of holy thoughts ; her very breath was inoenae^ 
And all her gestures sacred as the forma 
Of priestly offices ! 

Pkiob. 
m save thy sooL 
Thou must repent that one so fair and pore^ 
And loving thee so well 

Alib. 

Father, in vain* 
There is a bar betwixt me and repentance. 
And yet 

Prior. 



Ay, yet- 



Alar. 

The day may come, I'll kneel 
In such a mood, and might there then be hope P 

Prior. 
We hold the keys that bind and loosen all : 
But penitence alone is mercy's portal. 
The obdurate soul is doomed. Bemorseful tears 
Are sinners' sole ablution. 0, my son. 
Bethink thee yet, to die in sin like thine ; 
Eternal masses profit not thy soul. 
Thy consecrated wealth will but upraise 
The monument of thy despair. Once more, 
Ere yet the vesper lights shall &de away, 
I do adjure thee, on the church's bosom 
Pour forth thy contrite heart. 

Alar. 

A contrite heart I 
A stainless hand would count for more. I see 
No drops on mine. My head is weak, my heart 
A wilderness of passion. Prayers, thy prayers I 

[Alargos rises suddenly^ asid euit 
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SCENE 2. 

CTiamber in the Bayal Palace. 

The iMTASTk seated in despondency; the Kma standing by her 

side. 

Ejnq 
Indeed, 'tis noticed. 

Sol. 
Solitnde is all 
[ ask ; and is it then ro great a boon ? 

Kino. 
Naj, solifcnde*8 no princely appanage. 
Onr state's a pedestal, which men have raised 
That they may gaze on greatness. 

SoL. 

A false idol, 
And weaker than its worshippers. Fye lived 
To feel my station's vanity. 0, Death, 
Thon endest all ! 

Kino. 

Thon art too young to die, 
And yet may be too happy. Moody youth 
Toys in its lalk with the dark thought of death. 
As if to die were but to change a robe. 
It is their present refuge for all cares 
And each disaster. When the sere has touched 
Their flowing locks, they prattle less of death, 
Perchance think more of it. 

Sol. 

Why, what is greatness P 
Will't g^ve me love, or £Edth, or tranquil thoughts ? 
No. no, not even justice. 

Kino. 
'Tis thyself 
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That does tbjself injustice. Let the world 

Have other specalation than the breach 

Of our imfilled vows. They bear too near 

And fine affinity to what we wonld. 

Ay, what we wilL I would not chooee this moment^ 

Men brood too cnrionsly npon the cause 

Of the late rupture, for the cause detected 

May bar the consequence. 

Sol. 

A day, an hour 
Sufficed to crush me. Weeks and weeks pass on 
Since I was promised right. 

King. 

Take thou my sceptic 
And do thyself this right. Is't, then, so easy ? 

Sol. 

Let him who did the wrong, contrive the means 
Of his atonement. 

Kino. 

All a father can, 
I have performed. 

Sol. 

Ah ! then there is no hope. 
The Bishop of Ossuna, you did say 
He was the leamedest clerk of Christendom, 
And you would speak to him ? 

Ejnq. 

What says Alarcos P 
Sol. 

I spoke not to him since I first received 
His princely pledge. 

Kino. 

Gall on him to fulfil it. 

Sol. 
Can he do more than kings P 
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Ejnq. 

Yes, he alone ; 
Alone it rests with him. This learn from ma 
There is no other lot. 

Sol. 
I learn from thee 
What other lips should tell me. 

EiNQ. 

Oirl, art snre 
Of this same lover P 

Sol. 
! I'll never doubt him. 

Knio. 
And jet may be deceived. 

Sol. 
He is as trae 
As talismanic steel. 

Kino. 
Why, then then art, 
At least thou shonld'st be, happy. Smile, Solisa i 
For since the Count is true, there is no bar. 
Why dost not smile ? 

Sol. 
I marvel that Alarcos 
Hath been so mute on this. 

Kino. 

But thou art sure 
He is most true. 

Sol. 
Why should I deem him true ? 
Have I found truth in any ? Woe is me, 
I feel as one quite doomed. I know not why 
I ever was ill-omened. 
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Krao. 
Listmi, girl ; 
Probe thi> aame lover to ttie oore ; 'toMj ba, 
I think he is, most true ; he should be so 
If there be fUith in towb, and men ne'er break 

The pledge its profits them to keep. And yet ■ 

Sol. 
And what P 

Edo. 
To be his Sorereign's cherished fiiend. 
And smiled on by the daoghter of his King, 
Why that might profit him, and please so moob, 
Eia wife's ill hnmoor might be borne withal. 

Soi. 
Ton think him false P 

Knro. 

I think he might be tme : 

But when a man's well placed, he loves not change. 

(£nfer at the back of the Scene Ootmt ALiBCOs dugmtod. 

Se advances, dmppirtg hit Bat and OlooJb.) 

Ah, gentlo cousin, all onr thonghts were thine. 

I marvel men should think. Lady, I'll hope 
Thy thonghts ore like thyself, most fair. 

ElHO. 

Her thonghts 
Are like her fortunes, lofty, but around 
The peaks cling Tupoors. 

Eagles live in oloads, 
And they dnw royal breath. 
Xmo. 

I'd have her qnit 
This Btrango secladon, consin. Give thine aid 
To festive pnrposee. 
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I A root, an egg, 

Wliy tkere'a a feast with a holy mind. 

I Kraa. 

Ifever 
I find my seat within a bennitage, 
j I'U think thfl same. 

I Alir. 

I Yon have boilt shrines, sweet lady? 

Sol. 
I What then, my brd P 

Alak. 
I Why then yon might be worshipped. 

If yonr image were in &ont ; I'd bow down 
I To anything so &ir. 

' KlNQ. 

I Dost know, my consin, 

Who waits me now f The deputies &om Morda. 
The realm is onrs, (whitperg Atm) is tbine. 

: Alab. 

The church has realms 
I Wider than both CastdlleB. But which of them 

Will be oar lot ; that's it. 

I Kino. 

Mine own Solisa, 
They wait me in my cabinet ; (^tuide to her) 

Bethink thee 
I With whom all rests. 

[Exit the Kraa. 
' Sot. 

I Ton had sport to-day, my lord ? 

nie King was at the chace. 

Alas. 
I I breathed my barb. 
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Sol. 
They say the chaoe hath charm to cheer the 'spirit. 

Alas. 
'Tis better than prayers. 

Sol. 

Indeed, I think I'll hunt. 
Yon and my &ther seem so passing gay. 

Alab. 

Why this is no confessional, no shrine 

Hannted with presaged gloom. I should be gay 

To look at thee and listen to thy voice ; 

For if fair pictures and sweet sounds enchant 

The soul of man, that are but artifice. 

How then am I entranced, this living picture 

Bright by my side, and listening to this music 

That nature gave thee. What's eternal life 

To this inspired mortality! Let priests 

And pontiffs thunder, still I feel that here 

Is all my joy. 

Sol. 

Ah ! why not say thy woe ? 
Who stands between thee and thy rights but me ? 
Who stands between thee and thine ease but me ? 
Who bars thy progress, brings thee cares, but me ? 
Lures thee to impossible contracts, goads thy faith 
To mad performance, welcomes thee with sighs, 
And parts from thee with tears ? Is this joy ? No ! 
I am thine evil genius. 

Alar. 

Say my star 
Of inspiration. This reality 
Baffles their mystic threats. Who talks of cares ? 
Why, what's a Prince, if his imperial will 
Be bitted by a priest ! There's nought impossible. 
Thy sighs are sighs of love, and all thy tears 
But affluent tenderness. 
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Sol. 

Yon sing as sweet 
As did the syrens ; is it from the heart, 
Or from the lips, that voice P 

Alab. 

Solisa! 

Sol. 

Ay! 
My ear can catch a treacherous tone ; 'tis trained 
To perfidy. My Lord Alarcos, look me 
Straight in the face. He qnails not. 

Alab. 

my soul. 
Is this the being for whose love I've pledged 
Even thy forfeit ! 

Sol. 

Alarcos, dear Alarcos, 
Look not so stem ! I'm mad ; yes, yes, my life 
Upon thy tmth ; I know thou'rt true : he said 
It rested but with thee ; I said it not, 
Nor thought it. 

Alab. 

Lady! 

Sol. 
Not that voice ! 

Alab. 

I'll know 
Thy thought ; the Bang hath spoken ? 

Sol. 

Words of joy 
And madness. With thyself alone ho says 
It rests. 

Alab. 
Nor said he more P 
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Sol. 

It bad found me deaf, 
For he lonclicd toaringB qnick. 



Eivth gone. 



Sol, 



I'll donbt our slirined miraolea 
Before I doubt Alarcos. 

Alas. 
He'll beliove tiiee, 
For at this moment ho bas roach to ondnre, 
And that he ooold not. 

Sol. 

And yet I moat choose 
This time to vex tbeo. 0, I am the curse 
And blight of tho exiatence, which to bless 
Is &U my thonght I Alarcos, dear Alarcos, 
I pray theo pardon me. I am so wretched - 
This fell enspenae is like a frightful dream 
Wherein we fall from heights, yet never reach 
The botiomlcas abyss. It -wastes my spirit, 
Wears dowu my life, gnaws ever at my heart, 
Makes my brain quick when others are asleep^ 
And doll when theirs is active. 0, Alarcos, 
[ could lie down and die. 

Al.AR. 

ici'ftj ill loliloqity,') 
Asleep, awake, 
In dreams, and in the musing mooda that wait 
On nnfulfillod pnrposos, I've done it ; 
And thought upon it afterwards, nor shrank 
From tho fell rotrospoct. 

Sol. 

He's wrapped in thought ; 
Indeed his glance was wild when first he entered. 
And his spooch lacked completonosa. 



(.1,!™ 
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Alar. 

How is it theiiy 
The body that should be the yiler part, 
And made for servile uses, should rebel 
'Gainst the mind's mandate, and should hold its aid 
Aloof firom our adventure ? Why the sin 
Is in the thought, not in the deed ; 'tis not 
The body pays the penalty, the soul 
Must cleeur that awful scot. What palls my arm ? 
It is not pity; trumpet- tongued ambition 
Stifles her plaintive voice ; it is not love, 
For that inspires the blow! Art thou Solisa P 

Sol. 
1 am that luckless maiden whom you lovo. 

Alab. 
You could lie down and die. Who speaks of dciith ? 
There is no absolution for self-murder. 
Why 'tis the greater sin of the two. There is 
More peril in't. What, sleep upon your post. 
Because you are wearied ? No, we must spy on 
And watch occasions. Even now they are ripe. 
I feel a turbulent throbbing at my heart 
Will end in action : for these spiritual tumults 
Herald great deeds. 

Sol. 
It is the church's scheme 
Ever to lengthen suits. 

Alar. 
The church ? 

Sol. 

Ossuna 

Leans much to Home. 

Alar. 
And how concerns us that ? 

Sol. 
His Grace spoke to the Bishop, you must know ? 

D 
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Alar. 
Ah, yes ! bis Grace, the church, it is onr friend. 
And truly shoiild be so. It gave onr g^iefi^ 
And it should bear their balm. 

Sol. 

Hast pardoned me 
That I was querulous ? But lovers crossed 
Wrangle with those that love them, as it were, 
To spite affection. 

We are bound together 
As the twin powers of the storm. Very love 
Now makes me callous. The great bond is sealed ; 
Look bright ; if gloomy, mortgage future bliss 
For present comfort. Trust me 'tis good 'surance. 
rU to the King. 

[Exeunt both 



SCENE 3. 

A Street in Burgos, 

Enter the Count op Leon, followed by Orax. 

Leon. 
He has been sighing like a Sybarite 
These six weeks past, and now he sends to me 
To hire my bravo. Well, that smacks of manhood. 
He'll pierce at least one heart, if not the right one. 
Murder and marriage ! which the greater crime 
A schoolman may decide. All arts exhausted, 
His death alone remains. A clumsy course. 
1 care not. Truth, I hate this same Alarcos ; 
I think it is the colour of his eyes. 
But I do hate him ; and the royal ear 
Lists coldly to me since this same return. 
The King leans wholly on him. Sirrah Moor. 
All is prepared ? 
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Oran. 
And prompt. 

Leon. 

'Tis well : uo boggling ; 
Let it be cleanlj done. 

Oran. 

A stab or two, 
And the Arlanzon's wave shall know the rest. 

Leon. 
I'll have to kibe his heels at Court, if you faiL 

Oban. 

There is no fear. We have the choicest spirits 
La Burgos. 

Leon. 
Goodly gentlemen ! you wait 
Their presence ? 

Oran. 
Here anon. 

Leon. 

Qood night, dusk infidel, 

They'U take roe for an AlguazU. At home 

Your news will reach me. 

[Exit Lbon. 
Oran. 

And were all your throats cut, 

I would not weep. O, Allah, let them spend 

Their blood upon themselves ! My life he shielded. 

And now exacts one at my hands ; we're quits 

When this is closed. That thought will grace a deed 

Otherwise graceless. I would break the chain 

That binds me to this man. His callous eye 

Repels devotion, while his reckless vein 

Demands prompt sacrifice. Now is't wise this ? 

Methinks 'twere wise to touch the hxmiblest heart j 

Of those that serve us ? In maturest plans 

D D 2 
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There locks that finish, which alone can flow 
From zealous instruments. But here are some 
That have no hearts to tonch. 

(Enter Four Brayos.) 

How now, good senors,- 
I cannot call them comrades ; you're exact, 
As doubtless je are brave. You know your duty? 

1st Brayo. 

And will perform it, or my name is chang^ed. 
And I'm not Guzman Jaca. 

Oran. 

You weU know 
The arm you cross is potent? 

2nd Brayo. 

All the steel 
Of Calatrava's knights shall not protect it. 

3rd Brayo. 
And all the knights to boot. 

4th Brayo. 

A river business. 

Oran. 
The safest sepulchre. 

4th Bravo. 

A burial ground 
Of which we are the priests, and take our fees ; 
I never cross a stream, but I do feel 
A sense of property. 

Oran. 

You know the signal : 
And when I boast I've friends, they may appear 
To prove I am no braggart. 

1st Brayo. 

To our posts. 
It shall be cleanly done« and brief. 
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2kd Bravo. 

No oaths, 
No swagger. 

3bd Brayo. 

Not a word ; but all as pleasant 
As we were nobles like himself. 

4th Bravo. 

"lis true, sir ; 
Yon deal with gentlemen. 

[Ex&wni Bravos 
Enter Count Alabcos. 

Alar. 

The moon's a slnggard, 
I think, to-night. How now, the Moor that dodged 
My steps at vespers. Hem ! I like not this. 
Friends beneath cloaks ; they're wanted. Save you, sir ? 

Oran. 

And yon, sir ? 

Alar. 

Not the first time wo have met, 
Or I've no eye for Inrkers. 

Oran. 

I have tasted 
Onr common heritage, the air, to-day; 
And if the selfsame beam warmed both onr bloods, 
What then ? 

Alar. 

Why nothing ; but the sun has set. 
And honest men should seek their hearths. 

Oran. 

I wait 
My friends. 

(T7ie Bravob rush m^ cmd asscmlt Count Alargos, who^ 
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dropping his Cloakj shows his Sword already draurn^ ani 
Icesps ihem at hay,) 

Alab. 
So, so ! who plajs with prinoes' blood ? 
No sport for varlets. Thus and thus, 1*11 teach 70 
To know your station. 

1st Brayo. 
Ah! 

2liD BrAYO. 

Away! 

3rd Brayo. 

Fly, fly! 

4th Brayo. 
No place for quiet men. 

[Hie Brayos rvn off. 

Alar. 

A little breath 
Is all they haYe cost mc, tho' their blood has stained 
My damask blade. And still the Moor ! What ho ! 
Why fliest not like thy mates ? 

Orak. 

Because I wait 
To fight. 

Alar. 
Rash caitiJBf ! knowest thou who I am ? 

Oran. 
One whom I heard was braYC, and now has proved it. 

Alar. 

^Vm I thy foe ? 

Oran. 

No more than all thy race. 

Alar. 
Go, saYe thy life. 
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O&AN. 

Look to thine own, proud lord. 

Alar. 

Perdition catch thy base-bom insolence. 
{They fight: after a long and severe encounter, Alabcos 
disarms Oban, who f alls wounded,) 

Oban. 
Be brief, dispatch me. 

Alab. 
Not a word for mercy? 

Oban. 
^V^ly shonld'st thou give it ? 

Alab. 

'Tis not merited, 
Yet might be gained. Who set thee on to this Y 
!My sword is at thy throat. Give me his name, 
And thine shall live. 

Oran. 
I cannot. 

Alab. 

\Vhat, is life 
So light a boon ? It hangs upon this point. 
Bold Moor, is't then thy love to him who fees tho€ 
Malt es thee so faithful ? 

Oban. 
No ; I hate him. 

Alab. 

What 
Eestrains thee, then ? 

Oban. 

The feeling that restrained 
My arm from joining stabbers — ^Honour. 
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Alak. 

Hamph! 
An overseer of slabbers for some docats. 
And is that honour ? 

Okan. 
Onco ho screened my life. 
And this was my return. 

Alar. 
What if I spare 
Thy life even now? Wilt thou accord to me 
The same devotion ? 

Oran. 
Yea ; the life thou givest 
Tlion shonldst command. 

Alar. 

If I, too, have a foe 
Crossing my path and blighting all my life ? 

Oran. 
This sword shoold strive to reach him. 

Alab. 

Him ! thy bond 
Shall know no sex or nation. Limitless 
Shall be thy pledge. I'll claim from thee a life 
For that I spare. How now, wilt live ? 

Oran. 

To pay 
A life for that now spai*ed. 

AliAR. 

Swear to thy tmth ; 
Swear by Mahound, and swear by all thy gods, 
If thon hast any ; swear it by the stars, 
In which we all believe ; and by thy hopes 
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Of thy false paradise ; swear it by thy soul. 
And by thy sword ! 

Oran. 
1 swear. 



Alar. 



Arise and live. 



END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE 1. 

[fUefioT of a Posada freq^ietUed by Bbayos, in an obsowrs 
qucvfter of Burgos. Flix at the firey frying egg$. Mm 
sealed at small tables drmking ; others lying on benches. 
At the sidsy but in the front of the BcenSf some Beggars 
squatted on the ground, thrwmming a MandaUn ; a Oipsy 
Qi/rl dancing. 

A Bbayo. 

Come, mother, dost take ns for Saracens ? I saj we 
are true Christians, and so mnst drink wine. 

Another Bravo. 

Mother Flix is sour to-night. Keep the evil eye from 
the olla ! 

A 3rd Bravo (^advancing to her). 
Thou beauty of Burgos, what are dimples unless seen ? 

Smile ! wench. 

Flix. 

A frying egg will not wuit for the King of Cordova. 

1st Bravo. 

Will have her way. Graus kr.ows a pretty wife's 
worth. A handsome hostess is bad for the guest's purse. 

A Bravo {rising). 
Good companions make good company. Graus, GraDsf 

another flagon. 

Another Bravo. 

Of the right Catalan. 

8rd Brato. 
Nay, for my omelette. 
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Flix. 
Hangiy men think the 000k lassy. 

Enter Graus with a Flagon of Wine. 

1st Bravo. 
'Tis mine. 

2nd Bravo. 
No, mine. 

1st Bravo. 
We'll share. 

2nd Bravo. 

No, each man his own beaker ; he who sharee has the 
worst half. 

3rd Bravo (to Flix, who hrw^gs the omeleUe), 
An egg and to bed. 

Graus. 
Who drinks, first chinks. 

1st Bravo. 

The debtor is stoned every day. There will be water- 
work to-morrow, and that will wash. it ont. Yon knowme ? 

Graus. 

In a long journey and a small inn, one knows one*s 
company. 

2nd Bravo. 

Come, I'll give, but I won't share. Fill up. 

Graus. 
That's liberal ; my way ; full measure but prompt pezos ; 
I loathe your niggards. 

1st Bravo. 
As the little tailor of Campillo said, who worked foi 
nothing, and found thread. 

(To the other Bravo.) 
Nay, rU not re^e ; we know each other 
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2nd Bravo. 
We've seeu tke stars together. 

An Old Man. 
Bnrgos is not what it was. 

A 5th Bravo (waJcing). 
Sleep ends and supper begins. The oUa, tlie olla, Mother 
Flix (jshaking a purse) ; there's the dinner belL 

2nd Bravo. 
That will bring courses. 

IsT Bravo. 
An ass covered with gold has more respect than a 
horse with a pack-saddle. 

Sxn Bravo. 
How for that ass P 

2nd Bravo. 

Nay, the sheep should have his bellj full who quarrels 
with his mate. 

5th Bravo. 
But how for that ass ? 

A Friar {advancing). 
Peace be with ye, brethren ! A meal in God's name. 

5th Bravo. 
Who asks in God's name, asks for two. But how for 
that ass f 

Flix (bringing the olla). 
Nay, an ye must brawl, go fight the Moors. 'Tis a 
peaceable house, and we sleep quiet o' nights. 

5tu Bravo 
Am I an ass? 

Flix. 
He is an ass who talks when he might eat. 

5th Bravo. 
A Secadon sausage! Come, mother, I'm all peace; 
thou'rt a rare hand. As in thy teeth, comrade, and no 
more on't. 
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1st Bravo. 
When I will not, two cannot quarrel. 

Old !Man. 
ETOiything is changed for the worse. 

For the love of St. Jago, senors ; for the love of St. Jago ! 

5th Bravo. 
When it pleases not Grod, the saint can do little. 

2nd Bravo. 
Nay, supper for all, and drink's the best meat. Some 
have sung for it, some danced. There is no fishing for 
trout in dry breeches. You shall preach. 

Friar. 
Benedicite, brethren — 

IsT Bravo. 
Nay, no Latin, for the devil's not here. 

2nd Bravo. 
And prithee let it be as fall of meat as an egg; for we 
who do many deeds, love not many words. 

Friar. 
Thou shalt not steal. 

1st Bravo. 
He blasphemes. 

Friar. 
But what is theft ? 

2nd Bravo. 
Ay! there it is. 

Friar. 
The tailor he steals the cloth, and the miller he steals 
the meal ; is either a thief ? 'tis the way of trade. But 
what if our trade be to steal ? Why then our work is to 
cut purses ; to cut purses is to follow our business ; and to 
follow our business is to obey the King ; and so thieving 
is no theft. And that's probatum, and so, amen. 
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5tu Brato. 
Shall put tbj spoon in the oUa for thai 

2nd Bravo. 
And drink this health to our honest fraternity. 

Old Man. 
I have heard sermons by the hour ; this is brief; every- 
thing fiJls off. 

Enter a Psbsonaob nuuked and cloaked. 

1st Bravo (to his CompcMiions). 
See'st yon mask ? 

2nd Bravo. 
'Tis strange. 

Graus (to Flix). 
Who is this ? 

Flix. 
The fool wonders, the wise man asks. Mnst have no 
masks here. 

Graus. 
An obedient wife commands her husband. Business 
with a stranger, title enough. (Advancing and ad- 
dressing the Mask,) Most noble Senor Mask. 

Thb Unknown. 
Well, feUow ! 

Graus. 
Hem ; as it may be. D*ye see, most noble Senor Mask, 
that 'tis an orderly house this, frequented by certain 
honest gentlemen, that take their siesta, and eat a fried 
egg after their day's work, and so are not ashamed to 
show their faces. Ahem ! 

The Unknown. 
As in truth I ain in such villanous company. 

Graus. 
Wheugh ! but 'tis not the first ill word that brings a 
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blow. Would'st sup indiflTerently well here at a moderate 
rate, we are thy servants. Mj Flix hatb reputation at 
the frying-pan, and my wine hath made lips smack ; but 
here, senor, faces must be nncovered. 

The Unknown. 
Poh ! poh ! 

Geaus. 

Nay, then, I will send some to you shall gain softer words. 

1st Bravo. 
Why, what's this ? 

2nd Bravo. 
Our host is an honest man, and has friends. 

5th Bravo. 
Let me finish my olla, and I will discourse with him. 

The Unknown. 

Courage is fire, and bullying is smoke. I come lierc 
on business, and with you all. 

1st Bravo. 
Garraho ! and who's this ? 

The Unknown. 

One who knows you, though you know not him. One 
whom you have never seen, yet all fear. And who walks 
at night, and where he likes. 

2nd Bravo 
The devil himself ! 

The Unknonnt*. 
It may be so. 

2nd Bravo. 
Sit by me, Friar, and spoak Latin. 

The Unknown. 
There is a man missing in Burgos, and I will know 
where he is. 
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Old Man. 
There were many men missing in mj time. 

The Unkkowk. 
Dead or alive, I care not ; bat land or water, river or 
tnrf, I will know where the body is stowed. See (skaJcmg 
a pwrse) here is eno' to point all the poniards of the city. 
You shall have it to drink his health. 

A Bbayo. 
How call yon him ? 

The Unknown. 
Oran, the Moor. 

1st Brayo. 
(Jwmpingfrom Ms seat and appoachvng the Stranger.) 
My name is Guzman Jaca ; my hand was in that business. 

The Unknown. 
With the Moor and three of your comrades ? 

1st Brayo. 
The same. 

The Unknown. 
And how came your quarry to fly next day ? 

1st Bravo. 
Very true; 'twas a bad business for all of us. I fought 
like a lion ; see, my arm is still bound up; but he had 
advice of our visit ; and no sooner had we saluted him, 
than there suddenly appeared a goodly company of twelve 
serving-men, or say twelve to fifteen 

The Unknown. 
You lie ; he walked alone. 

1st Bravo. 
Very true ; and if I am forced to speak the whole truth, 
it was thus. I fought like a lion ; see, my arm is still 
bound up ; but I was not quite his match alone, for I had 
let blood the day before, and my comrades were taken 
with a panic, and so left me in the lurch. And now yoo 
have it all. 
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ixdOran ? 

1st Bkito. 
He fled at once. 

Thi IJjimoi™. 
Come, come, Or&n did not fly. 

l3T Brato. 
Very trne. We left him alone with the Count. And 
now yon have it all. 

The Unknown. 
Had he slain him, the body wonld hare been found. 

1st Biuto. 
Vary true. That's the difierence between us profes- 
sional performers, and yon mere amateurs ; we never 
leave the bodies. 

The Ukkhown. 
And yon can tell me nothing of hJTn ? 

IsT Bbato. 

No, but I engage to Hiiish Iho Count any night you 
like now, for I have found out hia lure. ' 

The Unknown-. j 

How's that ? 

1st Brato. ! 

Ereiy evening, about an hour after sunset, he enters 
by a private way the citadel. j 

The Unknown. I 

Hah ! what mure ? ; 

IST Bravo. j 

He is stagged ; there is a game playing, bat what I 1 
know not. 

The Unknown. j 

Yonr name is Gnzman Jaca P | 

Ibt Bravo. I 

The same. | 
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The Unknown. 

Honost fellow ! thcre^K gold for yoa. Yon know nothing: 
of Oran ? 

IsT Bravo. 

Maybe he has crawled to some place wounded. 

Thb Unknown. 

To die like a bird. Look after him. If I wish more, 
I know where to find yon. What ho, Master Host ! I 
cannot wait to try your mistress's art to-night ; but hare's 
my scot for our next supper. 

[ExU tlie Unknown 



SCENE 2. 

A Ohamher in iJie Palace of Alarcoa. 

The Countess and Sidonia. 

SiDO. 

Laily, you're moved : nay, 'twas an idle word. 

CouN. 
But was it true? 

SiDO. 

Aid yet might little moan. 

COUN. 

That I should live to doubt ! 

SiDO. 

But do not doubt ; 
Forget it, lady. You should know him well ; 
Nay, do not credit it. 

CouN. 

He's very changed. 
I would not own, no, not believe that change. 
1 've given it every glosa that might confirm 
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yij sinkiiig heart. Time and your tale agree ; 
Alas ! 'tis true. 

SiDO. 

I hope not ; still believe 
It is not tme. Wonld that I had not spoken ! 
It was nngnarded Drate. 

COUN. 

You have done me service : 
Condemned, the headsman is no enemy, 
But closes sufiTering. 

SiDO. 

Yet a bitter doom 
To torture those you'd bless. I have a thought. 
What if this eve you visit this same spot, 
That shrouds these meetings ? If he's wanting then, 
The rest might prove as false. 

CoUN. 

He will be there, 
I feel he will be there. 

SiDO. 

We should not think so. 
Until our eyes defeat our hopes. 

Couu. 

Burgos, 
My heart misgave me when I saw thy walls ! 
To doubt is madness, yet 'tis not despair, 
And that my be my lot. 

Si DO. 

The palace gardens 
Are closed, except to master-keys. Here's one 5 
My office gives it me, and it can count 
Few brethi'en. You will be alone. 

CouN. 

Alas! 

I dare not hope so. 

E p 2 
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SlDO. 

Well, well, think of this ; 
Yet take the key. 

COUN. 

O that it would unlock 
The heart now closed to me ! To watch his ways 
Was once mj heing. Shall I prove the spy 
Of joys I may not share ? I will not take 
That fatal key. 

SiDO. 

*Tis well ; I pray you, pardon 
My ill-timed zeal. 

CouN. 

Indeed, I should be grateful 
That one should wish to serve me. Can it be ? 
'Tis not two months, two little, little months. 
You crossed this threshold first ; Ah ! gentle sir, 
^\nd we were all so gay ! What have I done r 
What is all this ? so sudden and so strange ? 
It is not time, I feel it is not true ; 
*Ti8 factious care that clouds his brow, and calls 
For all this timed absence. His brain's busy 
With the State. Is*t not so ? I prithee speak, 
And say you think it. 

SiDO. 

You should know him well ; 
And if you deem it so, why I should deem 
The inference just. 

CouN. 
Yet if he were not there, 
How happy I should sleep ! there is no peril ; 
The garden's near ; and is there shame ? 'Tis love 
Makes me a law^l spy. He'll not be there, 
And then there is no prying. 

SiDO. 

Near at hand, 



A TRAGEDY, 421 



Crossmg the way that bounds your palace court, 
There is a private portal. 

COUN. 

If I go, 
He will not miss me. Ah, I would he might ! 
So yery near ; no, no ; I cannot go ; 
And yet I'll take the key. 

[TaJcea the Jeeij. 
Would thou could'st speak, 
Thou little instrument, and tell me all 
The secrets of thy office ! My heart heats : 
'Tis my first enterprise ; I would it were 
To do him service. No, I cannot go ; 
Farewell, kind sir ; indeed I am so troubled, 
I must retire. 

[Exit Countess 

SiDO. 

Thy virtue makes me vile ; 
And what should move my heart inflames my soul. 
marvellous world, wherein I play the villain 
From very love of excellence ! Bat for him, 
I*d be the rival of her stainless thoughts 
And mate her purity. Hah ! 

Enter Oran. 

Oran. 
My noble lord ! 



SiDO. 



The Moor ! 



OUAN. 

Your servant. 

SiDO. 

Here ! 'tis passing sii'ange. 
How's this ? 

Oran. 
The accideut of war, my lord. 
I am a prisoner. 
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SiDO. 

But at large, it seema. 
Yon have betrayed me ? 

Oran. 

Had I chosen that, 
I had been free and 70a not here. I fought, 
And fell in single fight. Why spared I know not, 
But that the lion's generous. 

SiDO. 

Will you prove 
Your faith ? 

Oran. 

Nay, doubt it not. 

SiDO. 

You still can aid me. 

Oran. 

T am no traitor, and my friends shall find 
I am not wanting. 

SiDO. 

Quit these liberal walls 
AVhere you*re not watched. In brief, I*ve coined a tale 
Has touched the Countess to the quick. She seeks, 
Alone or scantly tended, even now. 
The palace gardens ; eager to discover 
A faithless husband, where she'll chance to find 
One more devout. My steeds and servants wait 
At the right post ; my distant castle soon 
Shall hold this peerless wife. Your resolute spirit 
^lay aid me much. How say you, is it well 
That we have met ? 

Oran. 

Bight well. I will embark 
Most heartily in this. 

SiDO. 

With me at once. 
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Oran. 
At onco ^ 

SiDO. 

No faltering. You have learned and know 
Too much to spare you from my sight, good Oran. 
VVith me at once. 

Oran. 

'Tis urgent ; well at once, 
And I will do good service, or 1*11 die. 
For what is life unless to aid the life 
Has aided thine ? 

SiDO. 

On then ; with me no eye 
Will look with jealousy upon thy step. 

[Exewnt hoik. 



SCENE 3. 

A retired spot in the Gardens of the Palaae. 

Enter the Countess. 

CouN. 

Is't guilt, that I thus tremble ? Why should 1 
Feel like a sinner ? 1*11 not dare to meet 
His flashing eye. O, with what scorn, what hato 
His Hghtning glance will wither me. Away, 
I will away. I care not whom he meets. 
What if he love me not, he shall not loathe 
The form he once embraced. I'll be content 
To live upon the past, and dream again 
It may return. Alas ! were I the false one, 
I could not feel more humbled. Ah, he comes ! 
1*11 lie, I'll vow I'm vile, that I came hero 
To meet another, anything but that 
I dared to doubt him. What, my Lord Sidonia ! 

[Enter SlDOKiA 
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SiDO. 

Thj servant and thy Mend. Ah ! gentle ladj, 
I deemed this nnnsed scene and ill-timed honr 
Might render solace welcome. He'U not come; 
He crossed the moantains, ere the set of sun, 
Towards Briviesca. 

COUN. 

H0I7 Virgin, thanks ! 
Home, home ! 

SiDO. 

And can a hearth neglected oanse 
Snch laptures ? 

CoUN. 

I, and only I, neglect it ; 
My cheek is fire, that I should ever dare 
To do this stealthy deed. 

SiDO. 

And yet I feci 
I could do one asrsecret and more bold. 
A moment, lady; do not turn away 
With that cold look. 

CoUN. 

My children wait me, sir ; 
Yet I would thank you, for you meant me kindness 

SiDO. 

And mean it yet. Ah ! beauteous Florimonde, 
It is the twilight hour, when hearts are soft, 
And mine is like the quivering light of eve ; 
I love thee ! 

CoUN. 

And for this I'm here, and he, 
He is not false ! happiness ! 



SiDO. 



Sweet lady- 
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CUUN. 

Mj Lord Sidonia, I can pardon thee, 
I am so joyful. 

SiDO. 

Nay, then. 

CouN. 
Unhand me, sir ! 

SiDO. 

But to embrace this delicate waist. Thou art mine : 

IVe sighed and thou hast spumed. What is not yielded 

In war we capture. Ere a flying hour, 

Thy hated Burgos vanishes. That voice ; 

What, must I stifle it, who fain would listen 

For ever to its song ? In vain thy cry. 

For none are here but mine. 

Enter Oran. 

Oran. 
Turn, robber, turn 

SiDO. 

Ah ! treason in the camp ! Thus to thy heart. 

[2%«y fight, Oran heats off Sidonia, they leave the scene 
fighting ; the CouNTESS swoons. 

Enter a procession with lighted torches, attending the Infanta 

SOLISA from Mass, 

1st Ush. 
A woman ! 

2nd Ush. 
Does she live ? 

Sol. 

What stops our course ? 
IThe Train ranging themselves on each side, the Infanta 
approaches the Countess. 
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Sol. 
Most strange and lovely vision ! Does she breathe ? , 
1*11 not believe 'tis deaUi. Her band is cold. 
And her brow damp ; Griselda, Julia, maidens 
Hither, and yet stand off; give her free air. 
How shall wo bear her home ? Now, good Lorenzo, 
Yon, and Sir Miguel, raise her ; gently, gently. 
Still gently, sirs. By heavens, the fairest faoB 
I yet did gaze on ! Some one here should know hei 
'Tis one that must be known. That's well ; relievo 
That kerchief from her neck ; mind not our state ; 
I'll by her side ; a swoon, methinks ; no more. 
Let's hope and pray ! 

[They raise the body of the Countess, and hear her anoay. 

Enter Go^mt of Leon. 

Leon. 
I'll fathom this same mystery. 
If there be wit in Burgos. I have heard. 
Before I knew the Court, old Nunez Leon 
Whisper strange things — and what if they prove true ? 
It is not exile twice would cure that scar. 
I'll reach him yet. 'Tis likely he may pass 
This way ; 'tis lonely, and well suits a step 
Would not be noticed. Ha ! a man approaches ; 
I'll stand awhile aside. 

Re-enter Oran. 

Oran. 

Gone, is she gone ! 
Yet safe I feel. O Allah ! thou art great ! 
The arm she bound, and tended with that glance 
Of sweet solicitude, has saved her life. 
And more than life. The dark and reckless villains ! 
! I could curse them, but my heart is soft 
With holy triumph. • I'm no more an outcast. 
And when she calls me, I'd not change my lot 
I'o be an Emir. In their hall to-night 
There will be joy, and Oran will have smiles 
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This bouse has knit me to their fate by ties 
Stronger than gyves of iron. 

Leon. 

Do I see 
The man I seek ? Oran ! 
[Oban turns, and recognising Leon, rushes cmd seizes him. 

Oran. 

Incarnate fiend, 
Give her me, give her me ! 

Leon. 

Off, ruffian, off! 

Oran. 

I have thee and 1*11 hold thee. If I spare 
Thy danmed life, and do not dash thee down^ 
And trample on thee, fiend, it is because 
Thou art the gaoler of a pearl of price 
I cannot gain without thee. Now, where is she ? 
Now by thy life ! 

Leon. 

Why, thou outrageous Moor, 
Hast broken thy false prophet*s rule, and so 
Fell into unused drink, that thus thou darest 
To flout me with thy cloudy menaces ? 
What mean'st thou, sir ? And what have I withheld 
From thy vile touch ? By heavens, I pass my days 
In seeking thy dusk corpse, I deemed well drilled 
Ere this, but it awaits my vengeance. 

Oran. 

Boy! 
Licentious boy ! Where is she ? Now, by Allah ! 
This poniard to thy heart, unless thou tell'st me. 

Leon. 
Whom dost thou mean ? 

Oran. 
Thy comrade and thy crew ; 
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They all have fled. I left the Countess here. 
She's gone. Thou fill*st her place. 

Leon. 

What Countess ? Speak. 
Oran. 

The Count Alarcos' wife. 

Leon. 

The Count Alarcos ! 
I'd be right glad to see him ; but his wife 
Conoerns the Lord Sidonia. K he have played 
Some pranks here 'tis a fool, and he has marred 
More than he'll ever make. My time's worth gems ; 
My knightly word, dusk Moor, I tell thee truth. 
I will forget these jests, but we must meet 
This night at my palace. 

Oran. 

I'll see her first. 

lExU Okan. 
Leon. 

Is it the Carnival ? What mummery's this ? 
What have I heard ? One thing alone is clea 
We must be rid of Omn. 



SCENE 4. 

A Chamber in the Palace, The Countess Alaecos lying on a 
Couch, the In fanta kneeling at her side; "Maidens grottped 
around. A Physician and the Paqe. 

Sol. 

Didst ever see so fair a skin ? Her bodice 

Should still be loosened. Bring the Moorish water, 

Griselda, you. They are the longest lashes ! 

They hang upon her cheek. Doctor, there's warmth ; 

The blood returns ? 




But sluwly. 
Sol. 

BeauteOuii t.'rcatiire ! 
' She seema un ftogel &lleii firom some star, 

j 'Twaa well wo passed. Untie that kenihief, Julia ; 

Teresa, ware the fan. There seems a glow 
Upon her cheek, what bub a moment' since 
I Was like a saolptured saint' >«. 

Pht. 
I She breathes. 

I Sol. 

I Hash, hush I 

j Coon. 

Aud what is this ? \rhere am I P 

' Sol. 

I With thy friends. 

] Cotm. 

It is not home. 
I Sol. 

I If kindness make a home, 

Believe it snch. 
I IThe Physician tignifies giieme. 

I Nay lady, not a word, 

' ThoMi lips mnst now be closed. I've seen such ojes 

j In pictnres, girls. 



I 



Pht. 
Methinks she'll sleep. 

Sol. 

Tia well. 
Maidens, away. I'll bo her narsu ; and, doctor, 
Remaia within. 

[^Exeunt PnTBiciiN and Maidkni, 
Know yon this bcButeoas dame ? 
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Page. 

I have heard minstrels tell that fays are found 

In lonely places. 

Sol. 

Well, she's magical. 
She draws me charm-like to her. Vanish, imp. 
And see onr chamber still. [ExU Page 

It is the hour 
Alarcos should be here. Ah ! happy honr, 
That custom only makes more strangely sweet ! 
His brow has lost its cloud. The bar's removed 
To onr felicity ; time makes amends 
To patient sufiTerers. 

[Enter Count Alabcos 
Hush, my own love, hush ! 
[SoLiSA takes his hand and leads him aside 
So strange an incident ! the fairest lady ! 
Found in our gardens ; it would seem a swoon ; 
Myself then passing ; hither we have brought her ; 
She is so beautiful, you'll almost deem 
She bears some charmed life. You know that fitys 
Are found in lonely places. 

Alar. 

In thy garden ! 
Indeed *tis strange ! The Virgin guard thee, love. 
I am right glad I*m here. Alone to tend her, 
'Tis scarcely wise. 

Sol. 
I think when she recovers, 
She'll wave her wings and fly. 

Alar. 

Nay, for one glance '. 
In truth you paint her bright. 

Sol. 
E'en now she sleeps. 
Tread lightly, love ; I'll lead you. 
[SOLISA cautioushj leads Alarcos to the couch; as they ap- 
jyroach if, the CoUNTESS opens her eyes and shrieks. 
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COUN. 

Ah ! 'tis true, 
Alarcos ! [relapses into a swoon. 

Alar. 



Florimonde ! 



Sol. 
Who is this lady ? 



Alar. 
It is my wife. 
Sol. (flings away his amis and rushes forward,) 

Not mad ! 

Virgin and Saints be mercifal ; not mad ! 

O spare my brain one moment ; 'tis his wife. 

I'm lost : she is too fair. The secret's out 

Of sick delays. He's feigned ; he has but feigned. 

[Rushing to Alarcos. 
Is that thy wife ? and I ? and what am I ? 
A trifled toy, a humoured instrument ? 
To guide with glozing words, vilely cajole 
With petty perjuries ? Is that thy v/ife ? 
Thou said'st she was not fair, thou did'st not love her: 
Thou lied'st. O, anguish, anguish ! 

Alar. 

Bj the cross, 
My soul is pure to thee. I'm wildered quite. 
How came she here ? 

Sol. 

As she shall ne'er return. 
Now, Count Alarcos, by the cross thou swearest 
Thy faith is true to me. 

Alar. 
Ay, by the cros.s. 

Sol. 
Give me thy dagger 



4.Ji 



COCST ALARCOS,' 



Is tka thy pMrion. ! [rAfeop Uf dag^. 

Tim Igmm tiie heazt 
I ifaould dcspne. [ Atf i€i &> iks wmek 

Coxrt. 



Alak, (miMimg iXe b^amtaU upraimd Qrm\ 

A dreftm; 
A hoRid arauD, jet Int s drnm. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE 1. 
Exterior of the Oaatle of Alarcos in ihe valley of Arlanzan, 

Enter the Countess. 

COUN. 

I would recall the days gone by, and live 

A moment in the past ; if bnt to fly 

The dreary present pressing on my brain, 

Woe's omened harbinger. In exiled love 

The scene he drew so fair ! Ye castled crags. 

The sunbeam plays on yoor embattled cliffs, 

And softens yonr stem visage, aa hiB love 

Softened our early sorrows. Bat my sun 

Has set for ever ! Once we talked of cares 

And deemed that we were sad. Men fancy sorrows 

TTntil time brings the snbstance of despair. 

And then their griefs are shadows. Give me exile ! 

It brought me love. Ah ! days of gentle joy. 

When pastime only parted us, and he 

Returned with tales to make our chOdren stare ; 

Or called my lute, while, round my waist entwined^ 

His hand kept chorus to my lay. No more ! 

O, we were happier than the happy birds ; 

And sweeter were our lives than the sweet flowers ; 

The stars were not more tranquil in their course, 

Yet not more bright ! The fountains in their play 

Did most resemble us, that as they flow 

Still sparkle ! 

[Entei' Oban 
Oran, I am very sad 
r r 
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Oran. 
Cheer ap, sweet ladj, for the God of all 
Will fj^uard the innocent. 

CJouN. 

Think yon he'll come 
To visit ns ? Methinks he'll never come. 

OSAN. 

He's but fonr leagues awaj. This vicinage 
Argues a firequent presence. 

COUN. 

But three nights- 



Have only three nights past ? It is an epoch 
Distant and dim with passion. There are seasons 
Feelings crowd on so, time not flies but staggers ; 
And memory poises on her burthened plumes 
To gloat upon her prey. Spoke he of coming ? 

Okak. 
His words were scant and wild, and yet he murmured 
That I should see him. 

CoUN. 

I've not seen him since 
That &tal night, yet even that glance of terror — 
I'd hail it now. 0, Oran, Oran, think you 
He ever more will love me ? Can I do 
Aught to regain his love ? They say your people 
Are learned in these questions. Once I thought 
There was no spell like duty — that devotion 
Would bulwark love for ever. Now, I'd distil 
Philtres, converse with moonlit hags, defile 
My soul with talismans, bow down to spirits, 
And frequent accursed places, all, yea all — 
I'd forfeit all ^but to regain his love. 

Oran. 
There is a cloud now rising in the west, 
In shape a hand, and scarcely would its grasp 
Exceed mine own, it is so small ; a spot, 
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A apeck ; see noir ^ain its colour flits ! 
A lurid tint j they call it oa onr coast 
' The hand of God ;' for vheu its finger rises 
tVom ont the horizon, there are storms abroad 
And awfol judgments. 

CouH. 

Ah ! it beckons me, 
Obak. 
Lady! 



Tes, yes, see now the finger mores 
And points to tne. I feel it on my spirit. 

Oean. 
Uethinlcs it points to me — 

OODM. 

To both of na. 
It may bo so. And what wonid it por(«nd ? 
My heart's grown strangely calm. If there be chance 
Of storms, my children afaonld bo safe. Let's home. 



SCENE 2. 

An iUwninateil Hall in the Bm/al Palace al Burgos ; in 
hackgrownd Dancers. 

Orowpg of Gde3T3 pasting. 

IST Gdbst. 
Radiant ! 

2nd Gdest. 
Recalls old days. 

3bd Gubst. 

The Qneen beraelf 



Ne'er revelled it so high ! 
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4th Quut. 

The Infitnto beKms 
Like Bome bright star ! 

5th Gukbt. 

And brighter for the cloud 
A moment screened her. 

6th Guest. 

Ib it troB 'tis over 
Between the Connt Stdonia and the Lara P 

1st Quest. 
A mnsty tale. The fair Alaroos wine him. 
Where's she to>nigbt P 

2nd Ouest. 

All on the watch to view 
Her entiance to our world. 

3kd Gdbst. 

The Count is here. 

4rH Ghebt. 
Where? 

3&D Guest. 
With the King ; at least a moment since. 

2nd Gcist. 
They Baj she's ravishing, 

4ra Gdest. 

Beyond belief [ 

3bd Goebt. 
The King affects him mnch. 

£th Guest. 

He's all in alL 
ethGcBBT. 
Ton Knight of C^trava, who is he P 
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1st Guest. 
Young Mendola. 

2nd Guest. 
What he so rich ? 

1st Guest. 

The same. 

2nd Guest. 
The Lara smiles on him. 

1st Guest. 

No worthier quarry ' 

3rd Guest. 
Who has the vacant Mastership ? 

4th Guest. 

I'll back 
The Count of Leon. 

3rd Guest. 

Likely ; he stands well 
With the Lord Admiral. 

[They move away. 
(The CounU of Stdonia and Leon comefonvard. 

Leon. 

Doubt as you like, 
Credulity will come, and in good season. 

SiDO. 

She is not here that would confirm your tale. 

Leon. 
'Tis history, my Sidonia. Strange events 
Have happened, stranger come. 

SiDO. 

I'll not believe it. 
And fiftvoured by the King ! What can it mean ? 

Leon. 
What no one dares to say. 
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SiDO. 

A clear divorce. 

that accursed garden ! But for that — 

Leon. 

'Twas not my ooonseL Now I*d give a purse 
To wash good Oran in Arlanzon's wave ; 
The dusk dog needs a cleansing. 

SiDO. 

Hnsh ! here comes 
Alarcos and the King. 
(T?iey retire: the King and Ck)ONT Alarcos advaince.) 

KnxQ. 

Solisa looks 
A Qneen. 

Alar. 

The mirror of her earliest yonth 
Ne'er shadowed her so fiedr ! 

Kino. 

I am yonng again. 
Myself to-night. It quickens my old hlood 
To see my nobles round me. This goes weU. 
'Tis Courts like these that make a King feel proud. 
Thy future subjects, cousin. 

Alar. 

Gracious Sire, 

1 would be one. 

Kmo. 

Our past seclusion lends 
A lustre to this revel. 
(The Kino approaches the Count of Leon ; Solisa advances to 

Alarcos.) 

Sol. 

Why art thou grave P 
I came to bid thee smile. In truth, to-ni^ht 
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I feel a lightness of the heart to me 
Hath long been strange. 

Alab. 

'Tis passion makes me grave. 
I mnse upon thy beauty. Thus I'd read 
My oppressed spirit, for in truth these sounds 
Jar on my humour. 

Sol. 
Now my brain is vivid 
With wild and blissful images. Canst guess 
What laughing thought unbidden, but resistless, 
Plays o'er my mind to-night ? Thou canst not gpiess : 
Meseems it is our bridal night. 

Alab. 

Thy fancy 
Outruns the truth but scantly. 

Sol. 

Not a breath. 
Our long- vexed destinies— even now their streams 
Blend in one tide. It is the hour, Alarcos : 
There is a spirit whispering in my ear, 
The hour is come. I would I were a man 
But for a rapid hour. Should I rest here, 
Prattling with gladsome revellers, when time. 
Steered by my hand, might bring me to a port 
I long had sighed to enter ? But, alas ! 
These are a woman's thoughts. 

Alar. 

And yet I share them. 

Sol. 
Why not to-night ? Now, when our hearts are high, 
Our fancies glowing, pulses fit for kings, 
And the whole frame and spirit of the man 
Prepared for daring deeds ? 

Alab. 

And were it done- 
Why then 'twere not to do. 
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Sol. 

The mind gtow% dnS, 
Dwelling on method of its deeds too long. 
Oar schemes shonld brood as gradual as the storm ; 
Their acting shonld be lightning. How fiir is*t ? 

Alar. | 

An honr. 

Sol. 

Why it wants two to midnight yet. 
conld I see thee bnt re-enter here, 
Ere yet the midnight clock strikes on my heart 
The kuQg^oish of new honrs — ^I'd not ask thee 
>Vhy I had missed the mien, that draws to it ever 
My constant glance. There'd need no speech between hb ; 
For I shonld meet my hnsband. 

Alab. 

'Tis the bnrthen 
Of this unfilled doom weighs on my spirit. 
Why am I here ? My heart and &ce bat mar 
This festive hall. To-night, why not to-night ? 
The night will soon have past : then 'twill be done. 
We*ll meet again to-night. [Exit Alabcos. 



SCENE 3. 

A Hall in the Castle of Alarcos ; in the hack of the Scene a 
door leading to another Apartment. 

Oran. 
Reveal the future, lightnings ! Then I'd hail 
That arrowy flash. darker than the storm 
Cowed as the beasts now crouching in their caves, 
Is my sad soul. Impending o'er this house, 
I feel some bursting fate, my doomed arm 
In vain would ward. 
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[Enier a Man at Arms. 
How now, hast left thy post ? 

Man. 

worthy Castellan, the lightnings play 
Upon onr turrets, that no hnman step 

Can keep the watch. Each forky flash seems missioned 
To scathe our roof, and the whole platform flows 
With a blue sea of flame. 

Oran. 

It is thy post. 
No peril clears desertion. To thy post. 
Mark me, my step will be as prompt as thine ; 

1 will relieve thee. lExU Man at Arms. 

Let the mischievous fire 
Wither this head. Allah ! grant no fate 
More dire awaits me. 

[Enter the Count Alaecos. 
Hah ! the Count ! My lord. 
In such a night ! 

Alar. 

A night that's not so wild 
As this tempestuous breast. How is she, Oran P 

Oran. 

WeU. 

Alar. 
Ever well. 

Oran. 
The children — 

Alar. 

Wine, I'm wearied 
The lightning scared my horse ; he's galled my arm. 
Get me some wine. [EqbU Oran 

The storm was not to stop me. 
The mind intent construes each natural act 
To a personal bias, and so catches judgments 
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In erery oommon oonne. In tratii the flMh, 
Though it seemed opening hell, was not so dreadfnl 
Ab that wild gkring halL 

[Ee-^aiUer Oban unik a gotiUt arndflagom. 
Ah ! this re-mans me ! 
I think the storm has lulled* Another cnp. 
Go see, good Oran, how the tempest speeds. 

[J^i^Oran. 
An honr ago I did not dare to think 

I'd drink wine more. 

£0-eiiter Oban. 

Oban. 

The storm indeed has lulled 
As by a miracle ; the sky is clear, 
There's not a breath of air ; and £rom the torret 
I heard the bell of Hnelgas. 

Alab. 

Then 'twas nothing. 
My spirit vanlts ! Oran, thou dost remember 
The night that we first met ? 

Oban. 

'Tis graven deep 
Upon my heart. 

Alab. 

I think thou lov'st me, Oran ? 

Oban. 
And aU thy house. 

Alab. 

Nay, thou shalt love but me. 
I'll no divisions in the hearts that are mine. 

Oban. 

I have no love but that which knits me to thee 
With deeper love. 

Alab. 

I found thee, Oran, what — 



A TRAGEDY. 443 

I will not saj. And now thou art, good Oran, 
A Prince's Castellan. 

Oban. 
I feel thy bounty. 

ATjAB. 

Thon shalt be more. But serve me as I wonld. 
And thou shalt name thy meed. 

OSAN. 

To serve my lord 
Is my sufficient meed. 

Alab. 
Come hither, Oran, 
Were there a life between me and my life, 
And all that makes that life a thing to cling to, 
Love, Honour, Power, ay, what I will not name 
Nor thou canst image — ^yet enough to stir 

Ambition in the dead ^I think, good Oran, 

Thou would'st not see me foiled ? 

Oban. 

Thy glory's dearer 
Than life to me. 

Alab. 
I knew it, I knew it. 
Thou shalt share all ; thy alien blood shall be 
"So bar to thy preferment. EEast thou brothers ? 
I'll send for them. An aged sire, perchance ? 
Here's gold for him. Count it thyself. Contrive 
All means of self-enjoyment. To the full 
They shall lap up fruition. Thou hast, all have, 
Some master wish which still eludes thy grasp. 
And still's the secret idol of thy soul ; 
'Tis gained. And only if thou dost^ good Oran, 
What love and duty prompt. 

Oban. 

Count on my faith, 
1 stand prepared to prove it. 
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Grood, good, QimiL 
It is an hour to midnigbt ? 

(HkM. 

The moon is not 
Within her midnigbt bower, jet near. 

So late! 
The Coontess sleeps? 

Orah. 
She has long retired. 

Alab. 

She sleeps. 
0, she most wake no more ! 

Oban. 

Thy wife ! 

Alar. 

It must 
Be done, ero yet the Castle chime shall tell 
Night wanes. 

Oban. 

Thy wife ! God of my fathers ! none 
Can do this deed ! 

Alar. 

Upon thy hand it rests. 
The deed must fall on thee. 

Oran. 

I will not do it. 

Alar. 

Thine oath, thine oath ! Hast thou forgot thine oath ? 
Thou owest me a life, and now I claim it. 
What, hast thon trifled with me ? Hast thou fooled 
With one whose point was at thy throat ? Beware ! 
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Thon art mj slave, and I have branded thee 
With this infernal ransom ! 

Oran. 

I am thj slave, 
And I will be thy slave, and all my days 
Devoted to perdition. Not for gold 
Or worldly worth ; to cheer no aged parent, 
Though I have one, a mother ; not to bask 
My seed within thy beams ; to feed no passions 
And gorge no craving vanity ; bat because 
Thou gavest me life, and led to that which made 
That life for once delicious. 0^ great sir. 
The King's thy foe ? Surrounded by his guards 
I would waylay him« Hast thou some fierce rival ? 
I'll pluck his heart out. Yea ! there is no peril 
I'd not confront, no rack I'll not endure, 
No great offence commit, to do thee service — 
So thou wilt spare me this, and spare thy soul 
This unmatched sin. 

Alar. 
I had exhausted suffering 
Ere I could speak to thee. I claim thine oath. 

Oran. 
One moment, yet one moment. This is sudden 
As it is terrible. 

Alar. 
The womb is ripe. 
And thou art but the midwife of the birth 
I have engendered. 

Oran. 

Think how fiur she is, 
How gracious, how devoted ! 

Alar. 

Need I thee 
To tell me what she is ! 

Oran. 

Thy children's mother. 
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Alar. 
Would she were not ! Another breast shonld bear 

My children. 

Orav. 
Thou iTiVmTn«.n bloodj man — 
It shall not be, it cannot, cannot be, 
I tell thee, tyrant, there's a power abroad 
E'en now tluit crushes thee. The storm that raged 
Blows from a mystic quarter. 'Tis the hand 
Of Allah guides the tempest of this night. 

Alas. 
Thine oath, thine oath ! 

Orav. 

Accursed be the hour 
Thou sparedst my life ! 

Alab. 
Thine oath, I claim thine oath. 
Nay, Moor, what is it ? 'Tis a life, and thou 
Hast learnt to rate existence at its worth. 
A life, a woman's life ! Why, sack a town, 
And thousands die like her. My faithful Oran, 
Come let me love thee, let me find a friend 
When friends can prove themselves. It's not an oath 
Vowed in our sunshine ease, that shows a friend ; 
'Tis the tempestuous mood like this, that calls 
For fedthful service. 

Oban. , 

Hah ! the Emir's blood 
Cries for this judgment. It was sacred seed. 

Alab. 
It flowed to clear thine honour. Art thou he 
That honour loved so dearly, that he scorned 
Betrayal of a foe, although that foe 
Had changed him to a bravo ? 

Oran. 

Let me kiss 
Thy garment's hem, and grovel at thy feet — 
I pray, I supplicate — my lord, my lord — 
Absolve me from that oath I 
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Alar. 

I had not thonght 
To claiin it twice. It seems I lacked some judgment 
In man, to deem that hononr might be found 
In hired stabbers. 

Oban. 

Hah ! I vowed to thee 
A life for that which thou didst spare — 'tis well. 
The debt is paid. IStahs himself aiid faUs, 

Enter the Countess /rom the irmer Ohamber, 

CouN. 

I cannot sleep— my dreams are full of woe ! 
Alarcos ! my Alarcos I Hah ! dread sight ! 
Oran ! 

Oran. 

0, spare her ; 'tis no sacrifice 
If she be spared. 

Coun. 

Wild words ! Then dost not speak. 
O, speak, Alarcos ! speak ! 

Oban. 
His voice is death. 

CouN. 

Ye Saints nphold me now, for I am weak 

And lost. What means this ? Oran dying ! Nay — 

Alarcos ! I'm a woman. Aid me, aid me. 

Why's Oran thus ? 0, save him, my Alarcos ! 

Blood ! And why shed ? Why, let ns staunch his wounds. 

Why are there wounds ? He will not speak. AlarcoSy 

A word, a single word ! Unhappy Moor ! 

Where is thy hurt ? IKneeh hy Okan. 

Oban. 

That hand! This is not death ; 
'Tis Paradise. [Dim. 
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Alar, (advancing in soliloquy). 

He tets me great examples. 

'Tis earner than I deemed ; a single blow 

And his bold soul has fled. His lavish life 

Enlists me in quick service. Qnit that dark corpse ; 

He died as did become a perjured traitor. 

CouN. 
To whom, m J lord ? 

To all Gastille perchance. 
Come hither, wife. Before the morning breaks 
A lengthened joomey waits thee. Art prepared P 

GOUN. (springing to Alarcos). 

I will not go. Alarcos, dear Alarcos, 

Tbj look is terrible ! What mean these words ? 

Whj shonld'st then spare me ? Whj should Oran die P 

The veil that cloads thy mind — ^1*11 rend it. Tell me — 

Yea ! I'll know all. A power supports me now — 

Defies even thee. 

Alab. 

A traitor's tronbled tongue ! 
Disturbs thy mind. I tell thee, thou must leave 

This castle promptly. ' 

CouN. ' 

Not to Burgos — say 
But that. I will not go. That fatal woman — 
Her shadow's on thy soul. 

Alab. 

No, not to Burgos. 
'Tis not to Burgos that thy journey tends. 
The children sleep P 

CoUN. 

Spite of the storm. 

Alax. 

Oo — kiss them. 
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Thon canst not take them with thee. To thy chamber — 
Qnick to thy chamber. 

^The Countess as if about to speak, hut Alabcos stops her. 

"N&j, time presses, wife. 
[^The Countess slowly re-eniers her Chamber. 

Alab. 
I am alone — with Death. And will she look 
Serene as this ? The visage of a hero 
Stamped with a martyred end ! Thou noble Moor 1 
What if thy fate were mine ! Thou art at rest : 
No dark fulfilment waits o'er thee. The tomb 
Hath many charms. 

(^The Countess calls.) 
Alarcos! 

Alab. 

Ay, anon. 
Why did she tell me that she lived ? Methought 
It was all past. I came to con&ont death ; 
And we have met. This sacrificial blood — 
What, bears it no atonement ? 'Twas an offering 
Fit for the Gods. 

[^The midmght belL 
She waits me now ; her hand 
Extends a diadem ; my achieveless arm 
Would wither at her scorn. 'Tis thus, Solisa, 
I gain thy heart and realm! 

[Alabcos moves hastily to the Ohambor, which he enters; the 
stage for some seconds is empty ; a shriek is then heard ; 
Alabcos re^appears, very pale^ and slowly a^dooMees to the 
front of the stage. 

'Tis over and I live. I heard a sound ; 

Was't Oran's spirit ? 

1*11 not rest here, and yet I dare not back. 

The bodies? Nay, 'tis done — I'll not shrink now. 

I have seen death before. But is this death? 

Methinks a deeper mystery. Well, 'tis done. 

QQ 
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There'll be no hoar so dark as this. I would 
I had not caught her eye. 

[^ irwnpei soumdg. 
The Warder's note! 
Shall I meet life again? 

[^Another trumpet sounds. 

Enter the Sinischal. 

Sen. 
Horsemen from Court. 

Alar. 

The Court! I'm sick at heart. Perchanoe she's eager, 
And cannot wait my coming. {^Enter two Coubtiebs. 

Welly good sirs! 

IST COUET. 

Alas, my lord. 

Alab. 

I live upon thy words. 
What now? 

1st Court. 

We h»ve rode post, my lord. 



Alar. 



Bad news 



Flies ever, 'Tis the King? 



1st Court. 
Alas! 

Alar. 



Sho's ill 



My horse, my horse there ! 

1st Court. 

Nay, my lord, not so. 

A LAR» 

Why then I care for nought. 
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IST COUBT. 

'Unheard-of horror ! 
The stornif the storm 

Alar. 

I rode in it. 

IsT Court. 

Methought 
Each flash would fire the Citadel ; the flame 
Wreathed ronnd its pinnacles, and ponred in streams 
Adown the pallid battlements. Our revellers 
Forgot their festival, and stopped to gaze 
On the portentous vision. When behold ! 
The curtained clouds re-opened, and a bolt 
Came winged from the startling blue of heaven, 
And struck the Infanta ! 

Alab. 

There's a God of Vengeance. 

IsT Court. 

She fell a blighted corpse. Amid the shrieks 
Of women, prayers of hurrying multitudes. 
The panic and the stir — ^we sought for thee ; 
The King's overwhelmed. 

Alar. 

My wife's at least a Queen ; 
She reigns in Heaven. The King's o'erwhelmed — ^poor 

man! 
60 tell him, sirs, the Count Alarcos lived 
To find a hell on earth ; yet thus he sought 
A deeper and a darker. 

[FalU. 

THE END. 



fRINTBD BY BALLANTYNB, HANSON AND CO. 
EDINBURGH AND LONDON 



THE NOVELS AND TALES 



or THB 



RIGHT HON. tbe EARL of BEAGONSFIELD, K.6. 

Cabinet Edition, 1 voL crown 8to, oloth, 69, 

ElsrDY]SJ:iON. 

Quicqudd agurU homines, 
LOTHAIR. Nosse omnia hcec, solus est adolescentulis. 

Cabinet Edition, with Portrait, 68. Modem Novelist's Library 
Edition, 28. boards, 28. Od. cloth, 3t. cloth extra with gilt edges. 

CONINGSBY, or Tho New Generation. Cabinet Edition, 

68. Modem Novelist's Library Edition, 2*. boards, 28. 6d. cloth, 
3s. cloth extra with gilt edges. 

SYBIL, or The Two Nations ; a Sequel to " Coningsby.*' 

Cabinet Edition, 68. Modem Novelist's Library Edition, 2*. boards, 
28. 6d. cloth, Sf. cloth extra with gilt edges. 

TANCRED, or The New Crusade ; a Sequel to " Sybil " and 

**Coningsby." Cabinet Edition, 68. Modem Novelist's Library 
Edition, 28. boards, 28. 6d. cloth, 38. cloth extra with gilt edges. 

YENETIA. Cabinet Edition, 6s. Modem Novelist's 

Library Edition, 2s. boards, 28. 6<t cloth, 3^. cloth extra with gilt 
edges. 

HENRIETTA TEMPLE ; a Love Story. Cabinet Edition, 

68. Modem Novelist's Library Edition, 28. boards, 28. 6d, cloth, 
38. cloth extra with gilt edges. 

CONTARINI FLEMING, and The RISE of ISKANDER. 

Cabinet Edition, 68. Modem Novelist's Library Edition, 28. boards, 
28. 6d. cloth, 38. cloth extra with gilt edges. 

ALROY ; IXION ; The INFERNAL MARRIAGE ; and 

POPANILLA. Cabinet Edition, 68. Modem Novelist's Library 
Edition, 2s. boards, 28. 6d. cloth, 38. doth extra with gilt edges. 

The YOUNG DUKE and COUNT ALARCOS. Cabinet 

Edition, 68. Modem Novelist's Library Edition, 2«. boards, 28. 6d. 
cloth, 34. cloth extra with gilt edges. 

VIVIAN GREY. Cabinet Edition, 6s. Modem Novelist^^ 

Library Edition, 28. boards, 2s. 6d. cloth, 3f. cloth extra with gilt 
edges. 

London : LONGMANS & CO. 



THE MODERN NOVELIST'S LIBRARY. 

£iuA Work a Single Volume, CompUte in ittelf, 
price 2*. boards, or 2». 6rf. cloth. 

Bj Uie EABL of BSAOOHSFIXU), S-Q. 
LOTHAIR. 
CONINGSBY. 
SYBIL. 
TANCRED. 
VENETIA. 

HENRIETTA TEMPLE. 
CONTAKINI FLEMING. 
ALBOY. 

THE YOUNG DUKE. 
VIVIAN GREY. 

By AHTHONT TBOLLO^ 

THE WARDEN. 
BARCHESTER TOWERS. 

B7 the Author of "The Atelier da L.ya." 
MADEMOISELLE MORL 
THE ATELIER DU LYS. 

By K^or WU YTE- HELVILLE. 
DIGBY GRAND, 
GENERAL BOUNCE. 
THE GLADIATORS. 
GOOD FOR NOTHING. 
HOLMBY HOUSE. 
THE INTERPRETER. 
KATE COVENTRY. 
THE QUEEN'S MARIES. 



By Various Writeis. 
ELSA AND HER VULTURE. 
ATHEESTONE PRIORY. 
THE SIX SISTERS OF THE VALLEYa 
THE BURGOMASTERS FAMILY. 

The HOVIXS and TALES of the RIOHT HONOtrB- 
ABLE the EARL of BEACONSFIELD, K.G.. from "Vivian 
Grey"to "Lothair," Ten Volume*, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
gilt edges, price 30*. 

London : LONGMANS & CO. 



LORD MACAULAY'S WORKS AND LIFE. 



The LIFE and LETTERS of LORD MACAULAY. 

By bis Nephew, G. O. Tbeveltak. ILP. 

Cabinet EdHUm, 2 toU. post 8to, 12<. 

Lttmry Edition, 2 toU. 8to, with Portrait, 9U. 

HISTORY of ENGLAND, from the ACCESSION of 

JAMES the SECOND:— 

Stodoiffl Edition, 2 toIk. crown 8 to, price ISt. 
PeopleTs Edition, 4 v<^ crown 8to, ISc 
Cabinet Edition, 8 toIs. poet Sro, iSi, 
libnxy Edition, 5 toIs. Sto, £4. 

CRITICAL and HISTORICAL ESSAYS :— 

Stodentfa Edition, 1 toI. crown 8to. 0t. 

People's Edition, 2 toIs. crown Sto, Ss. 

Cabinet Edition, 4 toIs. post 8to, 24ff. 

library Edition, 8 toU. 8to, 36$, 

Cheap Edition, 1 toL crown 8to, Sc 6dL sewed ; 4i: ML doth. 



SIXTEEN ESSAYS, reprinted separately :— 

Addison and Walpole, It. 
Frederick the Great, Is. 
Croket's Boswell's Johnson. U. 
UalUm's Constitutional History, 
16mo, 1«. ; fcp. 8to, dd. 



Warren Hastings. If. 
Pitt and Chatham. U. 
Ranke and Gladstone U. 
MUton and MachiaTeUi, 6d. 
Lord Bacon, 1«. Lord Clive, It. 



Lord Byron and The Comic Dramatists of the Restoration, It. 
The Essay on Lord dive annotated by H. CotTBTHOPB Bowen*, M.A. Fcp. 
8ro, with Map, price 2t. M. 

LAYS of ANCIENT ROME :— 

ninstrated by G. Scharf, fcp. 4to, 21t. Imperial Itfmo, lOt. 6d. 
With Jvry and The Armada^ 16mo, 3«. M. 

The same, illustrated by J. B. Weguelln, Woodcuts by G. Pearsoa, 
crown 8to, Of. cloth extra, gilt edges. 

SPEECHES, corrected by Himself:— 

People's Edition, crown 8to, St. 0d 

MISCELLANEOUS WRITINGS :— 

Library Edition, 2 vols. 8to, Portrait, 21t. ' 
People's Edition, 1 toL crown 8^0^ 4t. 6d. 

MISCELLANEOUS WRITINGS and SPEECHES :— 

student's Edition, in (hoc Volttms, crown Sto, price 6t. 
Cabinet Edition, including Indian Penal Code. Lays of Ancient Rome, ■ 

and Miscellaneous Poems, 4 toIs. post Sto, 2ii. t 

The COMPLETE WORKS of LORD MACAULAY. 

Edited by his Sister, Lady Treykltak. 

Library Edition, with Portrait, 8 vols, demy Svo, £5, 5t. 
Cabinet Edition, U vols, post Svo, £4, ISt. 

SELECTIONS from the WRITINGS of LORD 

MACAULAY. Edited, with Occasional Notes, by Q. O. Tbktsltak, M.P. 
Crown Svo, 6«. 

London : LONGMANS & CO. 



HISTORICAL & BIOGRAPHICAL WORKS. 



HISTORY OP ENGLAND FROM THE OONOIjU- 

SION OF THE GREAT WAR IN 1815. B7 SPEircEB Walpole. 
8yo. Vols. I. k IL, 1815-1832 (Second Edition, reviied), price 3(tf. 
Vol. IIL, 1832-41, price ISi. 

HISTORY OP ENGLAND IN THE 18th CEN- 
TURY. By W. E. H. Lkcky, M.A. Vols. L k II., 1700-1760. 
Second Edition. Price 36f. 

THE EARLY HISTORY OP CHARLES JAMES 

Fox. By Geouge Otto Treveltait, M.P. Cabinet Edition, 
being the Fourth. Crown 8vo, 6t, 

THE CONSTITUTIONAL HISTORY OP ENG- 
LAND SINCE THE ACCESSION OF GEORGE UI. 17C0- 
1870. By Sir Thomas Ebskine Mat, K.C.B., D.C.L. Sixth 
Edition. 3 toU. crown 8yo, 18f. 

DEMOCRACY IN EUROPE; a History. By Sir Thomas 
Ekukine Mat, K.C.B., D.C.L. 2 vols. 8to, 32c. 

HISTORY OP ENGLAND UNDER THE DUKE 

OF BUCKINGHA3I AND CHARLES L 1624-1628. By S. R. 
Gabdiner. 2 vols. 8vo. Maps, 2is. 

THE PERSONAL GOVERNMENT OP CHARLES 

I. from the Death of Buckingham to the Declaration in favour of 
Ship Money, 1628-1637. By S. R. Gardineb. 2 vols. 8vo, 24*. 

THE HISTORY OP ENGLAND from the Fall of Wolscy 

to the Defeat of the Spanish Armada. By J. A. Fboude, ^I.A. 

Popdlar Edition, 12 vols, crown, £2, 2#. 
Cabinet Edition, 12 vols, crown, £3, 12f. 

THE ENGLISH IN IRELAND IN THE 18th 

CENTURY. By J. A. Fkoude, M.A. 3 vols, crown 8vo, 18». 

THE LIPB OP NAPOLEON IIL, derived from State 
Records, L'^^npublished Family Correspondence, and Personal Testi- 
mony. By Blanchard Jerrold. In Four Volumes 8vo, with 
numerous Portraits and Facsimiles. Vols. I. to IIL, price I&l 
each. 

THE HISTORICAL GEOGRAPHY OP EUROPR 

By Edward A. Freeman, D.C.L., LL.D. With 65 Maps. 2 vols. 
8vo, Sis. 6d, 

HISTORY OP CIVILIZATION IN ENGLAND 

AND FRANCE, SPAIN AND SCOTLAND. By Henry 
Thomas Buckle. 3 vob. crown 8vo, 24^. 



London : LONGMANS & CO. 



\ 



To avoid fine, this book should be retnraed on 
or before tfae date lut ftonqted below 



Iikli 

3 tlDS 013 SOM'saf 



1 

to 
o 

1 

-3 

11 


r 


m 














■ 




; 


































1 


II 


^ 






6 


1 


5953 1 



